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Fallen Angel 
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Steve leaned back against the wall with a sigh, still strumming on his acoustic bass. Being a street musician 
doesn't always pay off. Sure it's gotten him an acoustic bass, cheap electric bass along with cheap equipment, 
and a cheap apartment but on nights like this, the tips come in slowly. 


"Hopefully | can get this job at the local pub and earn a few quid to help pay the bills." he muttered to himself. 


He's always wanted to be a big rockstar, selling out concerts with thousands of screaming fans, but he had to 
start somewhere and at twenty he had nowhere to go but up. He looked down at his watch, it was getting late 


or, er, early. He was putting up his bass when a movement across the street caught his attention. 


It was a man. A little shorter than he with long, dark brown hair and looked no older than himself. It seemed as 
if he was waiting on something or by the looks of the gentleman approaching him, someone. This man looked to 


be in his late thirties or early forties, and by the gleaming band on his left hand he was married as well. They 


spoke for a few moments before exchanging notes. and going through the alleyway next to them, making their 
way to a door. Opening said door and motioning the older man into what looked like an apartment building, he 


looked around before following him in. 


Steve scowled; his way of making money may not always get him places but he would never go as far as to 
sell his body to make a couple of pounds. Shaking his head and picking up his jar of tips, Steve made his way 


home. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNA NNN NN NNN 


Steve had been playing in this area for a two weeks. Every night after his shift at the pub, he made his way 
here and strummed on his acoustic and every night he watched both men and women, all different ages 
approach the man and be led to the door in the alley for an hour or so for debauchery. Despite not liking what 
the guy did for money, he had to admit that for some reason, the man intrigued Steve. He had to admit, from 
what could see from his vantage point, the man was very attractive. He may be on the short side but what 
he lacked in height made up for it in appearance. Tight shirt and even tighter jeans, he had an amazing body 


and wasn't afraid to show it off for the ‘customers’. 


Steve was about to pack it in for another night when a large, blonde man approached the object of his 
thoughts. They spoke for a few moments before it something went wrong. They started arguing and soon the 
blonde dragged the man down the alleyway, despite the man's protests and struggles. He debated whether to 
do something but soon the door shut and the choice was made for him. Heart heavy with worry, he made his 


way home. What can you expect? Being a prostitute could always lead to attack and this was a prime example 


of that, so why did he feel that he should have done something? 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The man was nowhere to be found for the next few nights and if Steve was honest with himself, he missed 
his presence. He didn't know why, he didn't know this man and had no emotional attachments so why did he 


care? 


Tonight, though, he was back. In the midst of strumming he heard a brilliant sound, looking up he found that it 
belonged to the man. He was singing, amazingly at that. Sounded like Deep Purple's "Smoke in the Water" and he 


gave lan Gillan a run for his money. 


Slowly, Steve got his stuff and made his way to the front of an abandoned building not too far off from the 
man. He got out his bass and made himself comfortable on the ground. Picking out the man's place in the song, 
he started to play along. Startled, the man faltered a bit but Steve kept playing. After a moment he continued 
singing and passersby smiled and put money in the jar. Before too long, the jar was full and the song was over. 
While Steve was packing up, the man spoke to a potential customer and like the blonde a couple of days before, 
things got rough. While the brute made his way to the door with the struggling man, Steve grabbed his bass 


and followed. 


"Hey! Let him gol" Steve shouted as he approached the pair. 
The attacker stopped and looked back at him. "And what are you going to do if | won't?" 


Steve lifted his bass, he was no stranger to chasing off those trying to steal his tips with the instrument. 
"How's about braining you with a guitar?" 


The attacker looked at Steve, then at the bass. Rolling his eyes and muttering "Didn't want the slut anyway" he 
dropped the man and left the two brunettes in the alleyway. 


The man got up and for the first time, Steve got a good look at him. He was beautiful. The long brown hair 
framed an almost slender, pale face with the most amazingly soft, chocolate eyes staring back at him. The 
man flushed under the intense scrutiny and offered a slightly crooked smile. 

"Thanks for ummm.. saving me." he said. 


"Not a problem." Steve offered his hand, "Steve Harris. Although a good bit of me mates call me Harry." 


"Paul Dickinson, | go by Bruce though." he replied. Bruce took Steve's offered hand and both felt a shock go 
through them. 


Yanking his hand back, Bruce sputtered. "Umm... like | said thanks.. and | guess I'll see you.. around." 
With that, Bruce quickly made his way to the door and ran into the building. 


With narrowed eyes he watched the door slam behind him, Steve nodded. "See ya round." he whispered. 


Invaders 
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It was a couple of minutes before their shift at the pub ended. It had been a really slow night for him, his 
mind kept wandering back to Bruce. He was so deep in his thinking that he didn't hear the booming voice of hi 
co-worker until it was in his ear.. 

"Harry! My good chap! Great night, innit?" 

After ringing his ear out with his knuckle, Steve sighed. "I guess it's pretty good, Nicko." 

"Someone has a bit on their mind tonight. You've been distracted all night. What is it?" 

"Its nothing Nicko." 

"Oooh." Nicko smirked. "It's a bird, innit?" 

Steve's head snapped toward Nicko. "No it's not Nick" 


"Bollocks, tell your Uncle Nicko what's ailing ya!" 


Steve sighed. He never got anywhere with telling Nicko no. He looked towards the door to see Dave and Melissa, 
their replacements, heading towards the back to clock in. 


"Let's get out of here and | guess | could tell you.” Steve muttered. 


Nicko practically dragged him to the back to clock out. 


VN NNNNA NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Bruce sighed for what seemed like the third time. He just couldn't get Steve out of his mind. That long fall of 
curly auburn hair, those bottomless dark, brown eyes, and a sweet, shy smile. Just the thought of him was 
enough to make his heart flutter. Sighing yet again, he felt an elbow in his side. He turned to see Janick with a 
sly grin on his face. Janick was his best friend. He had met him when he was a teenager and he was the rock 
that grounded him to normality when they started giving themselves out in the streets of London. He had 
learned a few ‘tricks' from Janick to help him earn more money. When they weren't out on the streets, Janick 


preferred to play on his battered acoustic or they would go see a concert at the pub. Right now though, they 


were on their way towards the alley. 

"You seem to be day dreaming over there. Someone special?" 

Bruce smiled softly. "Yeah, you could say that." 

"Client?" 

"He's not that type of guy Janick" 

"He? Guy?" Janick smirked. 

"Yeah. He kinda saved my arse a couple of nights back." 

"Hmm." Janick remembered the time when Bruce stumbled into the apartment, bruised and battered from the 
arsehole that attacked Bruce before. He had to remember to thank this guy if he ever met him. "What's the 
bloke's name?" 

"Steve. Steve Harris." 

"Steve Harris? The bloke that plays bass?" 

Bruce's eyes lit up. "You know of him?" 

"Yeah. Seen him play a few times. Jammed with him and Adrian Smith a couple of times." 
"Maybe | could come with you one day?" Bruce said eagerly. 

Janick chuckled. "You're very excited to see him again, mate." 

Bruce rolled his eyes and gave him a nudge. "Whatever." 

They had been walking for a while before Nicko rolled his eyes. 

"What's the point of making me do physical activity if you're not going say anything?" 
Steve sighed. 

"Come on mate, don't leave me in suspense!" 


Steve managed to smile, Nicko was forever the impatient one. 


"Come on who is this bird that has yer knickers up in a twist?" 

"Its a bloke this time Nick." 

"A bloke you say? This makes it even more interesting! What's his name? What does he look like? Where'd-" 
"Nick slow it down! One question at a time!" 

"Fine. Who is this bloke?" 

"His name's Bruce." 

"THE PROSTITUTE?!" 

Steve slapped his hand against Nicko's mouth. "Keep it down, you twit!" 

"Really mate? The whore?" Nicko muttered after Steve dropped his hand. 

"Don't call him that. And how do you know him?" 

"Seen ‘im around a couple of times. Everyone knows ‘im." 

Steve sighed again. 

"Don't tell me you like this bloke? We've just established what he does for a living. It's not really.. favorable." 
"You should have heard him sing Nick" 

I'm sure | could if | pay him the right price." 

"Not that way Nicko! | was playing and he was singing along. His voice is amazing." 

"Well maybe you should think about recruiting ‘im. You know how many bloody rows we've had with Paul" 

"I just might do that Nick. | just might do that." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


The next few weeks were full of activity for Steve. He still played on the streets, but he spent a lot of time 
trying to get his band stable. The times that he did play, Bruce was nowhere to be found, and one night Steve 
was almost tempted to go through the door in the alley to see if he was there or patrol the streets to find 


him. 


Today was his day off, so he decided to deal with band matters. He was going to officially get Janick and Adrian 
into his band. They jammed together here and there and the sessions had turned out spectacular. He heard a 
knock on the door and opened it to find his ever so exuberant friend grinning. Groaning, he let him in. 


"How's it going mate! Just got a little bored at my place so | decided to come raise hell at yours!" 


"Not today, Nick" Steve closed the door. "I'm having a jam today so you have to be quiet.. well as quiet as YOU 


can get." 
"Don't worry about me mate! Just gonna plop down over here. Being quiet you know. Just gonna relax and-" 
"That's not quiet, Nick" 


Whatever Nicko was about to say was lost in a loud knocking on the door. Steve opened the door to find Dave 
standing there with his ever-present smile on his face and a guitar case. 


"Ello ‘Arry! Great day to do some visiting wouldn't you say?" he said cheerfully. 

Steve sighed and let him in as well. "Gonna tell you the same thing | did Nick. Just sit down and shut up." 

"Of course, of course!" Dave said, setting the case down and plopping next to Nicko. "How's it going mate?" 
"Rather great, Davey!" Nicko said. "Just came to make ‘Arry’s life miserable!" 

"Isn't this a coincidence? | came over here to do the exact same thing!” 

"f this is your version of quiet then | would hate to see what your version of loud is." Steve muttered darkly. 
"Aw come on mate! Cheer up! Life's not that bad!" 

"Easy for you to say, Davey." 


A third knock sounded on the door and Steve contemplated whether to answer it or not. It might be Clive or 
Paul with the way things are going now. He opened up the door and sighed with relief. 


"Happy to see us mate?" said Adrian as he stepped through. Janick soon followed and then someone he didn't 
expect to see stepped in right after him. He'd recognize the soft, brown hair and soft, chocolate eyes 


anywhere. 


Bruce. 


lron Maiden 
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Do you believe there is the one? 
How do you know if that someone is out there? 
How do you know if you've found that person? 


Is it when you can't breathe when you're around them? Is it when you see that little spark in their eyes when 
you gaze into them? Is it when a simple touch can set you ablaze from its intensity? Is it when your heart 
flutters at the mere mention of their name? Is it the feel of utter contentment when you are in their arms? 


Or could it be the feeling a completeness while in their presence? 


NNNNA NNN NNNNA NNN 


Steve didn't speak. He couldn't find the words. It felt as if he had swallowed his tongue. When he first got a 
good look at Bruce it was dark, but now, in broad daylight, he was truly magnificent. His hair was a rich brown 
that reached a little past his shoulders; it was clipped into bangs that framed his forehead and the ends were 
evenly trimmed. He had a slightly rounded chin that led to a set jaw and his lips, particularly the bottom one, 
were nice and plump. Above that was a nose that started out slender and ended a little wide with a slightly 
pointed tip. But at the center of it all were those eyes. A soft chocolate, they were the windows of a man that 
must be passionate about everything he does, even if it was a little shady. No wonder men and women pay for 


some of his time. 


RUN NNNN NNN NNN NNN 


When Janick said he was heading to Steve's, Bruce jumped at the chance to tag along. Meeting up with Adrian, 
they made their way to chez Harris, Bruce practically bouncing with anticipation the whole way there. Now 
that he was here and finally getting his first real look at Steve, he was finding it hard to breathe. The man in 
front of was nothing he'd ever seen before. He was little taller than him and slimmer where he was broader 
but the strength in the body was nothing to underestimate. His hair was a long mass of auburn curls. His face 
was slim and was less pronounced that his own. Thin lips curled into a shy smile that cause the skin around his 
eyes crinkle slightly. A slender nose ended in a rounded tip, but what truly caught his breath were his eyes, 
they were a smoldering, dark brown with an intensity that would have made him avert his eyes if they 
weren't so captivating. He was looking at a man that didn't seem to compromise what he wanted to do to make 


others happy. It just so happened that he was attracted to that kind of guy. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN 


Who knew how long they stood there staring at each other, but when they finally heard loud and very pointed 
coughs, they blushed and finally looked away. 


"Yeah it's good to see you lot again" Steve said. 


He motioned them to the living room and went to go fetch them a couple of beers. When he returned with the 
24-pack of cold beverages, he eyed the other men in the room. On the sofa sat Adrian, Dave, and Nicko. The 
armchair to the right housed the calm and relaxed Janick. And on the loveseat to the right of it was Bruce, 
and there was a spot next to him just begging to be sat in. Making his way over, he plopped down next to 
Bruce and sat the beers down on the end table in the center of the group and made himself comfortable. 


"Right. There's no need to beat around the bush here." He looked towards Adrian, then Janick. Both had their 
guitars with them stored safely in cases, he noticed. "We've jammed a few times and | like what | hear. What | 


want to know is if you blokes are interested in joining Iron Maiden 


"What about the other chap that was playing guitar? And you have both Adrian and | here, along with this guy 


over there, how's it going to work with the three of us?" Janick asked. 

"The previous guitarist didn't work with the sound we wanted so it's best to replace him before we get too far 
and there are bands out there with three guitarists. And | have a gut feeling you all could co-exist, so why 
not?" Steve responded. 


"What about the singer?" Adrian asked. 


He felt Bruce tense a little. Steve sighed. "To be honest, he's a pain in the arse. The sooner we can get rid of 
him, the better. And Nicko here is going to replace Clive." 


"Well | don't have much to lose so I'm in" Janick said. 

"Same here." Adrian stated. 

"Brilliant. There's some introductions to be made. Davey, Nicko, this is Janick Gers, Adrian Smith, and-" he 
glanced at the man beside him. "Bruce Dickinson Guys, the flat-nosed bloke is Nicko McBrain and the one with 


the exploding cheeks is Dave Murray. 


A round of ‘nice to meet yous' later, Steve announced, "Now that we've got that out of the way, let's drink 


then jam." 


The group grabbed beers and started to get acquainted. In the midst of it all, while the other four were 


distracted in a conversation about amputees for some reason, Steve turned to Bruce and gave him a shy 


smile. 

"How have you been?" Steve kicked himself mentally, couldn't he have come up with something better? 
Bruce gave a sweet smile back. "I've been pretty good to say the least. I've got no complaints." 

Steve fidgeted slightly. How do you make conversation with someone you like, that also sells their body? 
Bruce sighed. "| make you uncomfortable don't |?" 

"Its not that, it's just" 

"m a whore so I'm like the plague?" 

"No. Well yes, but it's not that." 

"Well what is it then?" 


Steve took a breath, here goes nothing. "I'm a bit of a shy person if you couldn't tell, and to be close to 


someone | take interest in is a bit nerve-wracking for me." 
Bruce's breath hitched. "Interest in?" 
"Yeah. But first things first... 


"What?" 


"Thinking back to the other night.. you have an amazing voice. So how would you like to be the singer for 
Maiden?" 


A full smile crossed Bruce's lips. "Thought you'd never ask mate." 


Quest for Fire 
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The rest of the day went off without a hitch. After the guys had gotten little more comfortable with each 
other, they went straight into the jam session. Steve had no doubt the Bruce could sing and he'd seen Nicko 
play before so there were no worries where he was concerned, but despite his earlier claim, he was a bit 
nervous on whether the three guitarists could play on the same plane. Getting out his acoustic, Steve started 
strumming a melody he had been working on for the past two days. Out the corners of his eye he saw each 
guitarist grab their own acoustic. And much to everyone's surprise, each one listened to what Steve was 


playing and came in with their own individual melodies that sounded brilliant altogether. 


The playing continued for about half an hour before they let the song ebb away. They all looked at each other 
with huge grins on their faces; by God this was going to work 


RUN NNNNN NN NNN NNN NNN 


Steve waved them off with the promise of meeting at Nicko's in two days time so they could incorporate his 
drumming. After he closed the door, he noticed that he wasn't alone. He turned around to find Bruce still on 
the love-seat, fidgeting slightly. He made his way back and plopped down next to Bruce. 

"Thought you would have left with the others." Steve stated. 

If you want me to leave I'll go." Bruce said, rising. 

"No, no." Steve grabbed his hand and pulled him back down, feeling the same surge go through him that was 
present when he saved Bruce from the would-be rapist. "I'm not saying | don't want you here. l'm just a little 
curious as to why." 

‘| was thinking about what you said earlier." Bruce began twiddling his thumbs. 

"About you being Maiden's singer?" 

"No, about you being interested." 


"Oh." The flushing of Steve's face didn't go unnoticed by Bruce. 


If you weren't serious," Bruce got up again, "Then | guess | will see you at-" 


"Bruce sit your arse back down," Steve sighed. "You assume too much." 
"Well with the life | live, assuming could save your arse a lot." 


Despite the bolt that would travel through him yet again, Steve took Bruce's hands in his. “Speaking of which, 
how did you ever get into that life?" 


Bruce sighed. "Since we are going to be seeing a lot of each other, I'll spare the details now but lets just say 
my father wasn't too happy with me so he kicked me out on the streets." 


Steve could hear the pain in his voice and took Bruce's face in his hands, meeting his eyes dead on. "Hey. Don't 
be so hard on yerself mate. If things continue the way it's going then you won't ever have go back out there 
again" 

Bruce managed a small smile and nudged his face against Steve's hands. "| can only hope so. Despite what 
others may think, selling yourself is not a sick kick you can indulge yourself in and happily get paid to do. | 
fucking hate it." 


Steve's brow furrowed. "Why not quit now?" 


"| don't know where to find work. | don't know if I'm really cut out for it. Got to make something happen 
though, Janick's found a good paying job so itll be just me out there." 


"Wait, Janick sells his body as well?" 


"Up until recently but let's not get into that. With this new job he has, he plans to find a new space of his own. 
| don't know if | can pay everything on my own" 


Steve used his thumb to tuck some of Bruce's hair behind his ear. "Well. you could live here with me 
"| dont want to impose on you and | don't have a real job’ 

"Hts not a problem. The only thing | ask is that you don't go back out there anymore" 

"So what am | going to do?! Ill feel fucking useless!" 


"Yer going to be singing for Maiden. Plus when | go out and play, you can come and sing along. Worked like a 


charm the last time." 


Bruce sighed and leaned into Steve, putting his head on his shoulder and looking up at him. "It's much better 
than the alternative." He began to trace his fingers against Steve's thigh. 


Biting back a groan, Steve ground out, "And you don't have to worry about arseholes trying to attack you." 
Turning to nip on Steve's neck, Bruce asked "So when do you want me to get my things?" 


Steve felt himself harden. "Just get yourself a few days worth of clothes and we'll handle it after we go to 
Nicko's." 


"Sounds like a plan" Bruce's hand moved to cup the hard flesh between his legs and Steve could take no more. 


Wrapping a hand in Bruce's hair, he tugged Bruce's face to his and their lips met in a steaming kiss. Moaning 
into the kiss, Bruce climbed into Steve's lap and ground his arse against Steve's ever-hardening cock, his own 
twitching to attention as well. Parting for air, Steve began to suck and nip on Bruce's neck, drawing loud groans 
from the smaller male. Bruce broke away from Steve and pulled his shirt over his head. Groaning at the sight 
of the lithe body he was straddled on, he went for one of Steve's nipples. He began tracing his tongue around 
the bud, drawing a hiss from Steve. He crossed over to the other nipple and took it into his mouth. Moaning, 
Steve let his head fall back and his hands found a place in Bruce's hair. After a few more moments of 


pleasurable torture, Steve pulled Bruce's head back up for another blinding kiss. 

Shifting on the love-seat, he moved to lay Bruce down on his back, the kiss growing more and more intense 
with each passing minute. Settling between Bruce's legs, he wrapped them around his waist and ground their 
hard cocks together, causing Bruce to cry out and pant with every thrust. Just as he was about to reach for 
Bruce's shirt, there was a loud knock on the door. Cursing, he tried to get up, but Bruce's thighs formed iron 
bars around him, preventing him from moving. 

"No! Stay here please!" Bruce begged, stealing another simmering kiss from Steve. 

The knock sounded again. Tearing himself from Bruce's mouth, he said, "| have to go get that Bruce." 

Ignore it Steve, come onl" 

It could be important. Let me go." 

"Fine!" Bruce huffed. 

Bruce opened his legs and Steve got up. Grabbing his shirt, he tugged it on as he made his way to the door. 
Opening the door he groaned loudly; standing there in all his inebriated glory was the last man he ever wanted 
to see again. 


The freshly booted out singer for Iron Maiden. 


Mr. Paul Di'Anno. 


Hallowed By Thy Name 
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Steve sighed. "What do you want Paul?" 
"|. would like.. to +-talk. fo. YOU!" Paul slurred 

"Not now. Come back when you're sober." 

"As a matter of fact, don't come back at all!" Bruce seethed 

"YOU!" Paul shoved his way past Steve. "You're the reassson they kicked me out! 
"Its not because of him. He~" 


"Wait a minute.." Paul said as he stepped closer to Bruce. "You're that shhhtreet ssslutt! You kicked me out 
fo-" he hiccuped. "For a fucking whore! Shhhouldn't you be out sspreading your legsss for money?!" 


Bruce's face went pale and he turned his head away in humiliation This set Steve off. Furious, he got a hold of 


Paul's wrist and swung him around violently. 


"Look, you piece of shit! You got yer arse kicked out because of yer attitude. You got yer arse kicked out 
because of your drinking problems. He can sing fucking planets round you! What he did before is in the past! 
Get yer shit straight before you air someone else's dirty laundry!" Steve spat, stabbing Paul's chest with his 


finger with every word. 


Grabbing him by the collar of his shirt, he yanked Paul towards the door. Standing in the entrance of the 
apartment, he turned to look Paul dead in his booze-hazed eyes. "Get the fuck out of here and never come 
near this building, me, or Bruce EVER again. Got it?" Steve growled quietly. 


Never seeing Steve in this type of rage before, even in his alcohol-soaked mind he knew better than to test 
his luck and he stumbled out the door. Taking one last look back, he shook his head and made his way away 


from the apartment. 


Slamming the door behind himself, Steve leaned against it, closed his eyes, and took deep breaths. Satisfied that 
he had gotten himself under control, he opened his eyes to a sight as heartbreaking as anything he had ever 
seen. Bruce had made his way to the sofa, but his head was buried in his hands in utter shame. Groaning at 
the pitiful sight, he made his way to Bruce. Sitting next to him, he put his arms around Bruce; he could feel 


the trembles racking the smaller man's body. Rubbing his back, he muttered soothing words and sounds until 


he felt the shakes ebb away. 
Bruce looked up. "He's right, y'know" he spoke shakily. 
“About what?" 


"| should be out there spreading my legs. I'm not good for anything else; | mean, who am | trying to fool? A 
singer? Ha. Priceless." 


The man that sat in his arms was far from the talkative one that jumped into conversing with the other 
blokes. This man was far from the one that set his blood ablaze with a single touch or kiss. He knew one thing; 
he didn't want to see this man again. "Bollocks! Don't ever say anything like that again. The bastard is just 
peeved that he used up all of the chances I've given him. He wanted to make you feel worse that he does. You 
did what you had to do to survive. It's in your past, we've established that, recent past, but past none the 
less." 

"How did he even know that he was out of the band?" 

"| don't know. | don't care. All I'm worried about is you right now." 

A small smile graced Bruce's face. "Really?" 

"Absolutely." 

Bruce yawned. "I'm tired. Do you want me to sleep here or-" 

"You can sleep in my room." Steve flushed, 

"But-" 

"| don't mind the company.” 

"Oh. Alright then" 

The pair got up and made their way to the bedroom. 


Bruce fidgeted. "Where is the bathroom?" 


Steve's thick brows furrowed. He pointed towards a door on the far side of the room. "That's the master 


bathroom. Why?" 


"I just realized | have to pee really badly." Bruce muttered. 


"A little too much information, mate." Steve smiled. 


Grumbling, Bruce felt his way to the dark opening that marked the door's location and turned on the light 
before shutting the door. Sighing, Steve made his way to the bed and shed his clothes. He positioned himself to 
the far left and faced away from the bathroom and closed his eyes. He heard the toilet flush and water run, 
soon followed by the bathroom door opening and a light being turned off. 


Muttering and cursing as he made his way to the bed, Bruce sighed in relief when he finally felt the cushion 
of the bed spread and mattress. He got under the covers and lied down on his back. He tossed and turned for 
a few moments and sighed. He turned and poked Steve in the back. 


Since he wasn't asleep in the first place, Steve turned and faced Bruce. "What?" he said softly, 
"Ummm." Bruce fidgeted. "Do you mind.um.. holding me for a bit?" 
"Of course not. Come here." 


Grinning, Bruce plopped into Steve's arms and laid his head on the slightly hairy chest. A few moments later, 
Bruce fell asleep, listening to Steve's steady heartbeats. 


One of the few things he noticed was that he could feel the hair on Bruce's chest. The bloody stuff was like a 
bleedin’ pelt. He also noticed the hint of desperation in Bruce's voice when he asked him to hold him, he must 
have been feeling the harsh blow of Paul's words and wanted to feel like someone cared. Just thinking about 
Paul made him angry all over again. How dare he attack Bruce like that? His words were worse than any punch 
he could ever deliver. And the utter shame in Bruce's posture soon afterward, the fire completely gone from 
him.. 


Feeling the object of his thoughts stir at his restlessness, he pushed the thoughts to the back of his mind for 
another time. Soon his lids began to grow heavy and he fell into sleep's trusting arms, with Bruce's soft 
breaths on his chest as his guide. 


Weekend Warrior 
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Steve woke up alone. Well, technically, no he didn't. He woke up with the most delicious smells coming from the 
kitchen. Getting up and rubbing his eyes, he went to relieve himself before going to investigate what was going 
on. A lot of potential situations went through his mind, but he never thought he'd see this. 

"Arry! Good morn!" bellowed Nicko. 

Not only was Bruce in the kitchen, in one of his old shirts and a pair of his pants, but Dave was there as well, 
the pair was making eggs, bacon, sausage and pancakes, for what looked like an army. Janick manned the coffee 


and tea making and Nicko and Adrian were setting the table which had acquired four fold-able chairs to go 
along with the two that came with the set. 


After hearing Nicko announce him, Bruce called Adrian over to take his place for a bit and went to Steve. He 


smiled gently and gave Steve a kiss. "Good morning, Steve." 


Steve smiled back, and went in for another kiss. "Good morning." His brows furrowed slightly. "How are you 


feeling?" 


"Much, much better. First time | woke up content in years. And | bummed some clothes from you until | go 


fetch my own" 


"Where did this lot come from? And | know for a fact that | didn't have that much breakfast food in me 
fridge." 


Bruce chuckled. "I heard knocking after | got of the shower earlier, which by the way you should go do, and 
when | opened it, there they were with shopping bags full of food and big smiles and whatnot and here we are." 


Steve smiled again, shaking his head. "Well, I'm heading for the shower." He gave Bruce yet another kiss. 
“Take it to your room!" Dave whined. 


Giving Dave a one-finger salute, he headed towards the bedroom to get showered and dressed. 


RUN NNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


He got back just in time to see everyone getting seated around the table full of food and drink. Taking the 


available chair next to Bruce, he got settled in 

"You know ‘Arry, | never did get me good morning.” Nicko pouted. 

Steve rolled his eyes. "Good morning Nick, and good morning Davey, Ade, and Janick." 

"You can call me Jan, and good morning Steve." 

"Harry." 

Janick smiled and nodded. "Harry." 

"Less talking, more passing the bacon!" groused Adrian. 

This started a flurry of activity as the guys passed the food around and filled their plates to the brim. Once 
everyone was satisfied with their amount of food, the conversation began. Of course, it always started with 
Nicko. 

"Ow was everyone's night? | for one had a lovely time watchin’ West Ham get slaughter‘d by Blackpool.” 
Steve's head snapped up. "You're kidding right?" 

‘I'm very serious. Never known you to skip a West Ham game." 

"Well." Steve blushed. 

"Let's just say he was a little occupied at the time." Bruce snickered. 

Adrian grinned. "You two..2" 

"No, we had a very unwanted interruption" Steve answered. 

"Who?" Dave asked. 

"Paul." Steve spat. 

| saw him after | tossed few back at the pub. | don't really remember what | said to the bloke." 


"He decided he would confront me about being booted out of Maiden" 


Nicko cursed quietly. 

"Figures. He was always confrontational” Dave said bitterly. 

"lm not going into great detail, but after a bit | kicked him out" 

Bruce had his head down, his eating slowed. Janick seemed to know what was said because he got up and made 
his way to the brunette. He'd done this many times before, Bruce always let the slut and whore comments get 
to him. Squatting down, he whispered in his ear for a few moments until Bruce nodded and gave a small chuckle 


and smile. Grinning, Janick made his way back to his seat and continued to eat. 


Moving on to lighter topics, the group laughed and joked around before clearing up the table. After everything 
was cleared up and cleaned, the guys waved and with a round of goodbyes, they headed out. 


Alone, the pair headed to the living room and plopped onto the couch to watch a little telly before Steve had to 


go to work. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN 


After a very uneventful workday, Steve made his way home. It was a great night, he thought, and he decided 
he was going to collect Bruce and his bass and play tonight. 


"Leave me alone!" cried an all too familiar voice. 
"You're a slut so why not treat you like one?" said another familiar voice. 
Yy Yy 


He dashed toward the area that the voices were coming from, rage surging through him once he got a good 


look at the scene in front of him. 
"l'm just trying to get back home. Please leave me alone." Bruce whimpered. 


"Why do you want to leave so soon? I've got a little present for you." Paul leered, pressing Bruce up against a 


wall and grinding against him. 


Seeing red, Steve stomped his way over, grabbing Paul's shoulder and whirling him around. His fist crashed into 
Paul's jaw, making Paul stumble. He feinted right and caught him in the temple with his left fist. Paul was now 
on the ground and Steve climbed on him, hitting him with everything he had. He felt arms around his waist, 


and Bruce's voice broke through the cloud of rage. 
"Steve! Steve stop! He's not worth it! Let's go!" Bruce cried 


Getting up, he spat on Paul's face, his own face wrinkled in disgust. Turning, he saw Bruce making his way over 


to a couple of traveling bags and went to help out. 


"Clothes?" 


Bruce nodded. Taking hold of each other's free hand, they made their way back to the apartment. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


After they got to the apartment, they went straight to the bedroom and undressed. Getting under the sheets, 
they both stared at each other. Steve lifted his hand and stroked the side of Bruce's face. 


"Are you alright?" he asked. 
"l'm fine.” 


He knew Bruce was trying to be brave, but he felt the trembles under his hand. Sighing, he leaned forward and 
gave the smaller man a soft kiss. Bruce then took Steve's face in his hands and kissed him back, desperation 
filling the contact. Rolling him onto his back, Steve took him in his arms, feeling Bruce cling to him. 


Parting from him, he kissed and nipped his way down the compact body and stopped at the waistband of his 
briefs. Giving one last kiss to his navel, he sat up, tugging the underwear down and off, watching as the hard 
flesh sprang up to hit Bruce's lower stomach. Getting off the bed, he tugged of his own and rejoined Bruce on 
the bed. 


Kissing him one last time, he grabbed Bruce's arms and yanked him into a sitting position in the middle of the 
bed. Sitting down himself, he reached over to his nightstand and grabbed lube from the top drawer. Turning 
back to Bruce, he grabbed him and pulled him into his lap by the hips, both groaning as their hard cocks 
brushed together. He opened the top of the bottle of lube and drizzled some over the hard bars of flesh. He 
closed the bottle and tossed it somewhere in the direction of the stand and wrapped an arm around Bruce, 


feeling the smaller male wrap both arms around his neck and shoulders. 


His free hand wrapped around both cocks and began moving his hand up and down. They both moaned loudly as 
Steve's hand began to move faster. Steve began to thrust up and Bruce tossed his back and groaned, 
whimpering as he thrusted his hips in return. Steve nuzzled his face as the thrusts grew more desperate, 
seeking Bruce's lips. Bruce took the hint and their lips crashed together in a bruising kiss. Both men felt that 
familiar tingle make its way up their spines. Breaking the kiss, Bruce buried his face in Steve's neck, moaning 
with every push into Steve's hand. Feeling the knot in their lower abdomens get tighter, their thrusts grew 
wild until Bruce tossed his hand back and cried out, his cum coating the already lubricated hand. Steve followed 
soon after, a deep groan spilling from his lips. 


Bruce collapsed backwards on the bed, trying to catch his breath. Steve eased from under his legs, and 
stumbled to the bathroom. Bringing back a damp cloth, he wiped them both clean and tossed the cloth away 
before climbing into bed. Bruce, already under the sheets, turned to him, hope sparkling in his eyes. Opening his 
arms, Steve wrapped them around him when he fell into them. 


Softly speaking to each other and sharing little kisses, they opened up and learned more about each other until 
the last of the words died out, both falling asleep content. 


Rainbow\'s Gold 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter up, finally a peaceful chapter. Read € Review please. And as always, enjoy! 


This time when Steve woke up, Bruce was still sleeping soundly. Fighting the rays of sunlight that signaled dawn, 
he pried his eyes open, only to slit them when the brightness showed him no mercy. Finally, after waiting for 
his eyes to adjust, he looked down at the head that still rested on his chest. Content to just lie there, he gazed 
at Bruce's face. The utter beauty of the man before him continued to leave him speechless. The rays of the 
sun that blinded him before, blinded him yet again, but in a different way. They shined down, illuminating the 
rich, brown halo that was Bruce's hair. His face caught a little bit of the shine as well, making his pale, relaxed 
face glow with a soft gold. Speaking of which, his face looked as peaceful as he had ever seen, a small but 


noticeable smile on his face caused by whatever he was dreaming of. 

In those few moments of watching him, Steve forgot to breathe, which slowed his heart a little until he 
remembered to breathe, which sped his heart up some. Bruce seemed to notice this because he stirred 
restlessly before his eyes blinked open, feeling the intense scrutiny of Steve's eyes, he looked up to see if he 
was okay and smiled gently. 

"Good morn" he said softly. 

"Good morn" Steve replied, leaning down and planting a soft kiss on his lips. "Sleep well?" 


"Like a baby. he smirked. "Thanks to you." 


Steve blushed, a gesture Bruce started to realize was him being the most open, being the most vulnerable. "I'm 


glad | could help you be peaceful and worry-free, if only for a little while." 


Bruce flushed this time, he never really had someone devote their attention and time on him just to make him 


happy. "We should grab a shower." he mumbled. 
"Are you trying to say that | smell?" 
"Yes, and | just can't wait to see you standing in all your naked glory." 


Steve's face turned bright red. "Bruce-" 


"With your hair wet and clinging to your skin." 
"Bruce cut it o-" 

"You running a wet cloth all over your body." 
"Dammit Bruce st-" 


"Water and soap cascading down your body to pool down at your feet. Me coming up behind you to lick the 


water from just between your neck and shoulder." 
"Bloody hell Bruce get off of me!" 

"Why?" Bruce said, uncertainty clouding his eyes. 
"We really ‘need a shower right about now." 


Feeling the slowly swelling flesh against his stomach, Bruce grinned. He got up, pulling Steve with him to the 
bathroom for, what Steve had so desperately claimed, a MUCH needed shower. 


NNN NNNNN NNN 


Bruce groaned and let his head fall back against the shower wall. They had given up the pretense of actually 
showering, and Steve was currently on his knees, in between Bruce's, nipping and sucking at the thick muscle of 
Bruce's inner thigh. Bruce bit down on his lip in anticipation. Steve grinned, moving up, he placed a hand on each 
thigh, and gently sucked one of the balls into his mouth. Bruce moaned and clenched his teeth as Steve lavished 
it with attention before doing the same with the other one. 


Finally after all the teasing, Steve took hold of Bruce's cock and took him into his mouth. Bruce groaned at the 
feel of the tight, wet cavern engulfing his member. Steve took deep breaths from his nose, relaxing before he 


took Bruce down into his throat. 


Bruce cried out and began to move his hips, meeting Steve's mouth with steady thrusts. Steve stilled his head 
and let Bruce take over, the speed of his thrusts increasing as he climbed towards his orgasm. He palmed 
Bruce's balls and gave them a firm squeeze, feeling Bruce freeze as thick, hot cum filled his mouth, Steve 


swallowing it with every spurt to avoid choking. 


He stood, taking Bruce's head in his hands and crashing his lips against Bruce's, stealing what little breath Bruce 
had managed to regain. His groan was swallowed when Bruce's hand wrapped around the hard bar of flesh 


jutting from between his thighs. 


Turning them around, Bruce pressed Steve up against the shower wall and broke the kiss, taking his place on 
his knees just as Steve had. Stroking the leaking organ, he took a long swipe from base to tip with his tongue. 


When he reached the head, he lapped up some of the pre-cum from the tip. His head becoming dizzy with as 
the salty taste exploded on his tongue, and desperate for more, he quickly took Steve down to the root, Steve 
crying out at the sudden pleasure. 

Bruce did things to Steve's cock that he never thought could be done, let alone to him. He nipped at the base 
and just behind the head, causing Steve to moan loudly. Every time he took him into his mouth, he traced his 
tongue in little patterns, paying extra attention to the thick vein on the underside. Every time he pulled back, 
his teeth lightly grazed the entire shaft, Steve shuddering violently at the pressure. 

Bruce reached up and manipulated Steve's balls as his cock began to swell in his mouth. Rubbing the spot right 
behind his balls, Bruce took Steve into his throat and swallowed repeatedly. Steve shouted and his knees buckled 
violently, narrowly missing Bruce's face, as his cum burst from his cock and down Bruce's throat. After the 
last of Steve's cum was swallowed, Bruce leaned back on his haunches as Steve collapsed on the shower floor. 
"Almost knocked me out there." Bruce said. 

"Holy..hell." Steve panted. 

Bruce chuckled. "Had lots of practice over the years." 

Steve just grabbed him and gave him a smoldering kiss. Suddenly, he pulled back with a shiver. 

"Shite, its bloody cold in here." 

"We've been in here for quite a while." 

"Well let's get the hell out of here." 

Bruce stood up and moved to turn the shower off as Steve pulled himself up on slightly unsteady feet. 

"Need a little help there, mate?" Bruce grinned smugly. 


“Bugger off" Steve grumbled, smiling. 


Laughing and joking as they got out and toweled off, they made their way into the bedroom to dress and start 
their day. 


22 Acacia Avenue (Part One) 


Author's Notes: 
Bruce probably didn\'t write the song, but it\'s the way | want the story to progress bear with me. Read € 


Review please. As always, enjoy! 


Steve whistled as he came through the door after another shift at work. His pocket was a little heavier than 
when he left the apartment. The sweet beauty of payday. Taking off his jacket and hanging it on the hook by 
the door, he decided it was time for a drink The sight that met him in the kitchen was, well, adorable. 


Sitting at the table, was Bruce. Papers, as well as pens and pencils, were strewn across the table and paper 
balls littered the floor. The man himself was hunched over, scribbling intently across the paper with a look of 
pure concentration. And the thing that made Steve smile was that his tongue was poked out like a child making 
arts and crafts. 

He stared fondly until Bruce finished writing and leaned back with a satisfied smile. "Done." he whispered. 
"What do you have there?" Steve asked. 


Bruce nearly jumped out of his seat. "Bloody helll You scared mel" 


Steve chuckled and made his way to the table, grabbing the chair at the other end and pulling it beside Bruce's. 


‘Sorry, mate." 

He leaned over and gave him a kiss. Bruce moaned and deepened the kiss, wrapping his arms around Steve's 
neck. The kiss grew more and more intense as time went on. Hating to break apart, but the curiosity was 
overwhelming, he tried to speak 


"Bruce. The. Paper." He panted between pecks. 


"What paper?" Bruce asked. Steve's kisses always seem to make him forget himself and he went in for more, 


tracing his tongue around the sides of Steve's mouth before dueling with his tongue. 


Steve felt his cock ache. Fuck, now was not the time for this. Grabbing both sides of Bruce's face, he pulled 
back and looked into now black eyes clouded with unbidden lust. "The paper you were just writing on" 


"Oh. OH!" he grinned, a child-like sparkle in his eyes. "It's a song! Well lyrics anyway." 


"Really?" 


"Mmmhmm." He grabbed the paper and handed it to the bassist. 


He read the lyrics. Damn, they were pretty good. But one thing irked him and his brow furrowed and he 


frowned. 

Bruce's face fell. "They're not good?" 

‘Its not that Bruce. It just hits a little close to home, don't you think?" 
Bruce tilted his head. "Yes, | know. It is sort of like a cleansing for me, coming to terms a bit, y'know?" 
"That was my only concern. Other than that, it's bloody brilliant” 
"REALLY?!" Bruce was bouncing in his chair by now. 

Steve snickered. "Yes, really. What's the name of the song?" 

"22 Acacia Avenue." 

“That's the street where-" 

"We met? Yes. So you really like it?" 

"Very much so, Bruce." 

"S0..do | get a little..reward?" 

Steve thought for a minute and smiled. "Yes you do. Go put on some shoes." 
Bruce raised his brows. "0..K.." 

Wondering what Steve was up to, he went to go grab his trainers. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Whatever he thought it could've been, it wasn't this. It wasn’t anything fancy, just an out of the way 24-hour 
diner, but the thought made his heart ache. Picking a booth in a back corner, they slid in next to each other 
and spoke softly until a waitress came by. 


Handing them their menus, she asked "What would you gentlemen like to drink this evening?" 


"Tea." Bruce replied 


"Coffee" Steve answered 

‘Very good, lI be back in a moment 

"Coffee Steve? At like.l0 at night?" 

"First off, coffee is good at anytime. And you're no better, tea? Pssh: 


The banter continued as they flipped through the menu until the waitress brought them their drinks. "Are you 


ready to order?" 

"Yes, I'll have the special.” 

"Same here, but without tomatoes." 

"Excellent choice gentlemen. Will that be all?" 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"Okay, coming right up." She walked away to go deliver their order. 
Steve turned to Bruce. "You don't like tomatoes?" 

"No. They're disgusting.” 

"What about ketchup?" 

"Amazing." 

"But ketchup is made from tomatoes." 

"Tomatoes and stuff to dilute the actual tomato taste." 
“But it's sti-" 

"| don't like tomatoes, Steve." 


"Me mum used to grow ‘em. That and a truck-load of apples. She made the best tarts with them, sweetest 
things you'd ever taste." 


"What happened to her?" 


"Nothing. She lives on the other side of the city. She's going to box my ears when | go over there eventually, 


haven't been there for a while. About a year and a half actually, man she's going to blister me ears." 
"At least your mum would want to see you." Bruce said sadly. 

"You never did tell me what happened." 

"ll tell you after dinner. It would be a shame to mess up the mood." 


The waitress chose that time to place their meals down. A rather large burger with a side of chips. "I hope 


you enjoy your meal" And with a smile and a little wink at Bruce, she left them alone. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNN NNN 


Note: l'm going to seperate this into two parts. The next one should be worth waiting for though. :D 
For those who don't know the lyrics to 22 Acacia Avenue, here they are: 


If youre feeling down depressed and lonely, 
| know a place where we can go. 

22 Acacia Avenue, meet a lady we all know. 
So if youre looking for a good time, 

And youre prepared to pay the price. 
Fifteen quid is all she asks for, 

Everybody's got their vice. 


If youre waiting for a long time, 

for the rest to do their piece. 

You can fell her that you know me, 
and you might even get it free. 

So any time youre down the East End, 
don't you hesitate fo go, 

You can take my honest word for if, 


she'll teach you more than you can know. 


Charlotte isn't it time you stopped all this mad life. 
Dont you ever think about the bad times 

Why do you have to live this way. 

Do you enjoy the lay or is it the pay. 


Sometimes when youre strolling down the avenue, 


The way you walk, it makes men think 


of having you 
When youre walking down the street, 
Everybody stops and turns to stare, at you 


22, the avenue, thats the place where we all go. 
You will find its warm inside, 


the red lights burning bright tonight: 


Beat her, mistreat her, do anything that you please. 
Bite her, excite her, make her get down 

on her knees. 

Abuse her, misuse her, she can take all 

that you've gof. 


Caress her, molest her, she always does what you want. 


Youre running away, don’t you know 

what youre doing 

Can't you see itll lead you fo ruin 

Charlotte you've taken your life 

and you've thrown it away. 

You believe that because what you're earning, 

Your life's good, dont you know that youre hurting, 
All the people that love you, dont cast them aside. 
All the men that are constantly drooling, 

Its no life for you, stop all that screwing 

Youre packing your bags and you're 


coming with me. 


22 Acacia Avenue (Part Two) 


Author's Notes: 
We finally learn about Bruce\'s past. | don\'t mean to offend anyone with this because this is a very realistic way 
a religous father talks when he encouters something he thinks is sinful. Read € Review please. And as always, enjoy! 


They had come back from the diner about half an hour ago. Bruce refused to talk until they got home and now 
they were lying in bed together, Bruce asking him fo hold him while he told the tale. Leaning down, he gave Bruce a 
kiss, Bruce giving him half a smile. 


Bruce closed his eyes and sighed, then he began his tale.. 
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Father Michael Dickinson was a much beloved fixture in the community of Worksop. He was the preacher of the 
local church and he had a beautiful wife and well behaved children. Hs wife, Chelsea, was a housewife that looked 
over the kids, Paul and Helena, while Michael focused his attention on church happenings. 


But the rest of the townsfolk didn't know what the preacher was like behind closed doors He never laid a hand on 
his wite but the Kids, he felt, were fair game. He called it "discipline" but it was outright abuse. Little things would 
set him off: a light being left on, the toilet seat accidentally left up, or not getting there “in time" when he called 
for them. The punishment for what he considered ‘large violations" could very well end up with a trp fo the 
hospital, he always had an excuse prepared: "she fell’, "he got in a bicycle accident’, or something along those Ines 


Steve growled and tightened his arms around Bruce. "Bloody bastard." 
Bruce sighed "And the worst part was that my mum did nothing about it. Back to the story." 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce was 14 when he became "rebellious" as his father put it He grew his hair out and when his parents went to 
bed, he pulled out the Deep Purple records he secretly bought and hid and would listen to them for most of the 
night. Hs grades never slipped, but he started getting into trouble with the teachers. 


When he was 1, things continued to get worse. He pulled pranks, got detention, but worst of all, he started speaking 


up for himself and his sister. When she tripped over the house's cat and dropped the dishes she was carrying, he 
was up to her defense when their father came down to the kitchen in a rage. 


But when he was l, he found that he didnt really lke any of the girls his father tried to pin on him. Actually, he 
found that he didn’t really lke girls at all; he only dated them when his father would began to question hm. 


One day he brought a friend home. Hs name was Janick Gers. Jan was a year older than him and he met him in 
art class. He managed to charm the pants off of his mother and had actually gained some favoritism with his 


father. If his father only knew what went on when he closed his room door, he would never allow Jan fo step foot 


in his house ever again 
Steve's brows were raised in surprise. "You and Jan were together?" 
Bruce chuckled "Yes, for a while anyway. Now stop interrupting me." 
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Jan started to talk about leaving People like them weren't accepted or welcomed in the extremely religious town 
He was fed up with having to sneak around in the middle of the night just fo be with someone he liked Bruce 
agreed with his reasoning, but leaving his mother and sister was out of the question. Little did he know that the 
decision was to be made for him. 

It was one of the nights that Janick had managed to sneak over. Since he hadn't mentioned coming over before, 
Bruce didn't think to lock the door before their lps crashed together. They were engrossed in a heavy make out 


session when the door opened 

"Paul, | was won- WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON HERE!!!" 

Bruce and Jan split apart lke the other was on fire. "Dad [-" 

Michael stalked over to Bruce. "There is no type of excuse for what | just saw!" 

Bruce shook his head"! wasnt going to make an excuse." he said quietly. 

Michael turned to a terrified Jan "And YOU! I let you into my home and you sneak in and violate my son?!" 
‘He wasn’t violating me dad He's my boyfriend" 

The preacher was livid "YOUR BOYFRIEND?!" 


By this time, Chelsea and Helena had made their way to the room. 


‘No, this is where | draw the lne. Get your shit and this faggot and get the hell out of my home." 

Bruce paled "W-what?" 

"You heard me. Get your shit and take that fag with you." 

With that, Michael stomped out of the room and went downstairs. Shaking, Bruce found two traveling bags and 
began to pack, Jan coming over fo help him. When they were finished, they made their way down. Sighing when his 
father refused to look at him, Bruce took Jan's hand and left through the door. 

Helena started crying and ran to grab at Bruce's waist. "No, Brucie don't leave!" The little girl sobbed 

‘1 can't stay, Lena. Let me go." Bruce choked, tears coming down his face. 


‘Please don't go! Please don't go!" she wailed 


People started fo come out of their houses to see what was going on Michael walked up and yanked Helena off of 
Bruce and turned back to the house. Stopping halfway there, he turned one last time. 


‘Don't ever step foot in this house or on this yard again. You're going to burn in a nice little corner in Hell As far 


as Im concerned | have no son. You're dead to me." 


With that he continued his walk and went into the house, still carrying the crying girl Hs mother stood on the 
porch staring at him. 


"Mum |-" 


She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then turned her back on him as well, closing the door behind her, 
cutting off the sobbing screams of his litte sister. 
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‘Jan took me to his house long enough to pack his bags. After that we left town in the truck he got for his 
birthday." Bruce finished. 


Steve was at a loss for words. 'l-I dont know what to say Bruce." 
Bruce turned his eyes up to Steve. "Dont say anything." 
‘Is there anything | can do?" 


‘Make love to me?" Bruce whispered urgently. "Make it go away please." 


Steve answered with a kiss. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Steve was on top of Bruce in the middle of the bed And Bruce was writhing under his ministrations. Steve tilted his 
head and leaned down to np on his earlobe, causing Bruce to groan softly. He kissed his way down his neck and 
sucked hard, leaving his mark on the juncture where Bruce's neck and shoulder met; Bruce arching up and moaning 
at the contact. Making his way further down, he licked the hardened bud of Bruce's nipple while tweaking the other 
one in his left hand Bruce whimpered as Steve switched to the other side and took the nipple into his mouth, 
sucking gently, 


Going even further down Bruce's body, he dpped the tip of his tongue into his navel and moved to tug Bruce's 
briefs off Lifting his hips, Bruce helped Steve take off the offending garment. Steve took a moment to get the 
lube out of the top drawer of the stand next to the bed and reached to snag a pillow from the pile at the head 
of the bed 


‘Lift ‘em up." he said softly 


Bruce lifted his hps for a second time, allowing Steve to put the pillow under the small of his back. Spreading 
Bruce's legs, he made his way between them so that he was eye level with his groin He took Bruce's cock in hand 
and leaned down to nip at the head before taking Bruce into his mouth Bruce groaned loudly and writhed on the 
bed Bobbing his head up and down, Steve reached down fo take Bruce's balls in his hand, giving the globes a small 


squeezed before rolling them in his hand; a constant stream of moans coming from Bruce as Steve pleasured him. 


Steve pulled back, Bruce opening his mouth to complain, the only thing coming out was a groan when Steve took 
one of his balls into his mouth. Sucking and licking on it gently, Steve switched to the other, giving it the same loving 
attention Bruce nearly jumped off the bed when Steve parted his cleft, his tongue leaving a wet trail as it swept 
up, his pucker fluttering when the wet organ passed it. He whimpered when he felt the tongue tap at the bud 
before pressing forward There was no description for the sound that came out of his mouth when Steve began to 
fuck his arse with his tongue. Feeling it wiggle inside him, he moved one of his hands down to grab the mass of 
auburn curls between his legs and thrust upwards to meet the in and out motions of Steve's tongue. 


Just when he thought he could take no more, Steve pulled away before replacing his tongue with a well-lubed 
finger. Bruce arched up as the finger made its way inside him, a second and third following not long after. When 
Steve removed his fingers, he whimpered and he let out a breath when he felt the much larger head of Steve's 


cock press at his entrance. 


Steve used his weight to sink the hard bar of flesh into Bruce; he made small, shallow thrusts until he was balls 
deep in the smaller male. As he waited for him fo adjust, Steve grabbed Bruce's legs and wrapped them around his 
waist. Leaning up and placing his hands on either side of Bruce's head and looking into the soft, chocolate mirrors of 
Bruce's soul, he began to rock his hps. The rhythm was slow and steady at first, Steve wanting to make sure he 
wasn't hurting Bruce before picking up the pace; his hps thrusting in earnest now. Bruce closed his eyes and 


clutched at the pillow above him, moaning each time Steve filled him. 

Hs eyes popped open as he felt Steve's cock brushing something inside him. Steve grinned at the look of absolute 
wonder on Bruce's face and snapped his hips forward smashing the head of his cock into Bruce's prostate. Bruce 
screamed as Steve began to ride him hard, each drive crashing into the hidden ridge. He reached up to clutch at 
Steve's forearms, his shouts turning into wails as he felt a tingle down the base of his spine. He reached up to wrap 
his arms around Steve's neck, his mouth crashing against Steve's as he moved his own hps to match the brutal 
pace of Steve's. 

Finally, the knot in his lower abdomen exploded as he snatched his mouth away trom Steve's, a keen coming from 
him as he shook violently. Untouched, his cock twitch hard and his cum coated both of their stomachs. Steve buried 
his head in Bruce's neck before crying out, his cum splashing against the clenching walls of Bruce's passage. Breathing 
harshly, they collapsed; Steve barely managing the strength to roll off of Bruce. Bruce rolled into Steve's arms and 
tried to catch his breath 


After a while Bruce looked up from his vantage point on Steve's chest, and gave him a soft smile. "Thank you, 
Steve." 


Thick brows furrowed 'For what?" 

‘for treating me Ike | actually matter." 

"You do matter. | dont want to hear that from you ever again, okay?" 
'Ok" Bruce sighed "Why me?" 

Steve smiled softly. "Because, | love you" he said without hesitation 
Bruces eyes widened in dsbellef "W-what dd you just say?" he whispered 
love you" Steve said firmly 


Bruce felt a tear roll down his cheek. No one had ever said that to him, and his heart ached again. 'I love you too, 
Steve." 


Steve wiped the tear from Bruce's face and gave him a soft kiss. "Great. Now we should go to sleep because we 
have to go to Ncko's tomorrow." 


Hugging eachother tighter, both closed their eyes and let sleep take them away. 


Pass the Jam 
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The next morning was spent in banter and laughter as the couple played around in the shower and while getting 
dressed. Breakfast was spent talking and joking around, their bond much stronger now that Bruce had finally gotten 
his past off his chest and the pair had finally made love. The pair had finished eating and were now cleaning up 
after themselves before heading to Nicko's 


Bruce was in the process of drying the silverware when he dropped a spoon on the ground He bent down and 
picked it up and before he got back up, he felt a familar hand caress over the firm globes of his arse. When he 
straightened, he felt an even more familiar chest and arms wrapped around his waist. He leaned his head back on a 


shoulder covered in auburn curls as lps found the spot right behind his ear that made his knees weak 
‘Fuck, Steve." Bruce moaned as Steve began to suck on a very tender spot on his neck. 


He felt a calloused hand moved under his shirt and stroke his stomach, moving even further to tweak his npples 
The other hand went lower and cupped his hardening cock and Bruce gasped and arched into the touch The hands 
stopped abruptly and he was turned around to see eyes almost black with lust. He reached up and grabbed Steve's 
face, crushing their lps together in a passionate kiss. Steve wrapped his arms around Bruce's waist and yanked the 
smaller male to him, grunting when their cocks brushed together. He thrust his hips, smirking at the loud groan that 


came from the other brunette as their cocks ground against each other. 


He turned Bruce back around and pushed him up against a nearby counter. He reached around and unbuckled 
Bruce's belt and opened the fly of his jeans and pushed them down to his ankles. He took a quick look around the 
kitchen, spotting a bottle of oi, he went to retrieve it before making his way back to Bruce. Opening the bottle, he 
spread some of the oil on his fingers and set the bottle aside. He traced a finger down Bruce's cleft, watching him 
shudder as his finger circled the pucker before easing inside. Bruce gritted his teeth at the burn of being penetrated, 
but a loud moan escaped him as the finger brushed the him ridge inside of him. He pushed back as a second finger 
Joined the first, both fingers pumping inside him, loosening him up for a third 


He whimpered as the fingers left him and he heard a soft groan behind him as Steve lubed up his cock with the 
leftover oil on his hand He took deep breaths and relaxed himself when he felt the head of Steve's cock prod at 
his hole. Steve used his weight to sink his member into Bruce's arse, groaning at the feel of the tight hole 
surrounding his cock in a hot vice. Bruce sighed when he felt the weight of firm globes against his own, signalling 
that Steve was buried completely inside of him. 


Taking a breath, Steve latched onto Bruce's hips and began to move with quick, deep thrusts. Bruce moaned as he 
felt the thick shaft fill hm to the brim, only to pull back and leave him with a harsh emptiness. Hs eyes widened 
and he clinged onto the edges of the counter for dear life as the blunt head ground against the swollen ridge inside 
him. Steve groaned at the sudden tightening of the already snug passage and changed the angle of his thrusts, 
hitting Bruce's sweet spot with every thrust of his hips. Bruce wailed as his prostate was hit dead on again and 
again and he clung to the counter so hard that his knuckles turned white. 


He was babbling as Steve's thrusts got more out of control, his cock battering against his prostate now. 

'S-Steve! Dear god, Steve!" Bruce cried as he felt his orgasm getting closer. 

Steve let one of his hands go and reached around to grip Bruce's cock, wanking it in time with his thrusts. Bruce's 
words were now incoherent as the knot in his stomach drew tighter and tighter. Steve grit his teeth as he felt his 
balls tighten, trying to hold back until Bruce came first. It didnt take long Bruce keened and his body shook as his 
cum coated Steve's hand and the side of the counter. Steve shouted as his orgasm gripped him, pumping shot after 
shot of his cum into his lover. They both sank down, using the counter as a lifeline as they recovered from their 


intense orgasms. 


Steve nudged his nose against Bruce's throat as he pulled out, Bruce whimpering at the feel of his cum slowly 
seeping out of him. Steve nipped at Bruce's ear one last time before pushing himself up. 


‘Looks like we need another shower before heading to Nicko's, eh?" he asked 


Bruce could only chuckle weakly in reply. 


Tailgunner 
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Steve and Bruce arrived at Nicko's house hand-in-hand, Steve carrying his electric bass while Bruce carried the 
acoustic, Letting go of Bruce's hand momentarily, Steve barely had his hand raised to knock before the door swung 
wide open. 

‘ts about time you two got ‘ere! Wewe been waiting for ages!" he vented in his booming voice. 

‘Ncko, we just got here couple minutes before them." Adrian said, he and Dave coming up behind him. 

Steve rolled his eyes. "Are you going to let us in or what?" he asked. 

Grumbling, Nicko stepped back before allowing Steve and Bruce through Closing the door, the drummer motioned 
them to follow him. He led them into a back room where there were several monitors, two for each member and, 


much to Bruce's surprise, a mic and stand was waiting for him. 


Catching the look on his face, Nicko smiled "Ah, pulled a few strings here and there to get that thing Lets see if 
you're as good as old ‘Arry says." 


Squeezing his hand, Steve gave Bruce one of those sweet, shy smiles before going to set up and tune his bass. The 
three guitarists went to do the same while Nicko fumbled with his drum kit. Taking a deep breath, Bruce place the 
acoustic bass next fo the nearest wall before he went over fo his section and quietly began to go through 


different scales to prep his voice. 


They were all set about twenty minutes later and were ready to start. Taking charge, Steve suggested that they 


do a cover or two fo feel each other out before working on their own material 
"What should we play then?" Dave asked, his cheek pushed up in an anticipated smile. 
‘Everyone know Leaf and Stream?" Janick asked 


Five nods. 


"And how's about Call of the Wild?" Nicko suggested 

Again five nods 

"You lot alright with playing together?" Steve asked the guitarists. 

"We'll manage." Adrian replied 

"Well, lets start." 

They broke into Leaf and Stream and by the time the chorus came around, the band was pleasantly surprised to 
find that the three blondes could play in perfect tandem without tripping all over each other. But it was Bruce who 
captivated them all. They were in complete awe as they finished the first cover and went into the next, Bruce's 


voice strong and steady as they soldered through the Deep Purple song 


When the final note ebbed into the open space, the other five all looked at Bruce with smiles on their faces. The 
singer blushed under the looks of admiration 


"Well kin helll You sure know how fo pick em ‘Arry!" Neko bellowed 
if it was possible, Bruce's face got even redder. 

"That was great Bruce." Dave said, the others nodding in agreement. 
"Thanks" Bruce muttered, not used to being complemented 


‘Now that thats over, how's about getting a litle writing done? Ive got a couple of ideas for some melodies." Janick 


said 
The group unplugged the equipment before switching to acoustics for the song writing session 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


With a round of goodbyes from the other parting members, Steve and Bruce made their way home. They 
completed and fine tuned three songs: Gangland, Invaders, and Bruce's 22 Acacia Avenue. Though he felt a bit tired, 
Bruce had a solid smile on his face from the day's practice. He had never felt so apart of something larger than 
himself before. It made him feel lke he finally belonged somewhere, with friends he knew he could trust; he glanced 
at Steve as they walked hand-in-hand, and a lover he could trust 


As soon as they made it to the apartment, the couple stored away the basses before they set about making 
diner. Little needed to be said as they criss-crossed each other, the occasional smile and brush was all that was 


needed as they prepared their meal. They talked quietly as they ate, sharing more details about themselves and 


Just enjoying their time together. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Affer dinner, the pair made their way to the bathroom for a shower. Bruce was distracted with scrubbing the hair 
on his chest when he felt it, a pair of lips nipping at the side of his neck Biting his lp, he pretended not to notice it 
The nps soon turned into Iittle bites and licks and he groaned, his knees buckling at a particular swipe just behind his 
ear. Turning, he wrapped his arms around Steve's neck before tilting his head up and meeting his lover's lps in a 
gentle but passionate kiss. 


When they parted, they rested their foreheads together and looked into each other's eyes. The sweet, shy smile on 


his face, Steve nuzzled Bruce's jaw. 

' love you." he whispered 

Giving a watery smile, Bruce replied '! love you, too." 

Steve smiled and turned Bruce around; he reached for the shampoo and squirted some into his hand before working 
a lather into Bruce's hair. Sighing at the gentle massaging of his scalp, Bruce tilted his head back to give the bassist 
better access. Affer he fished, Steve gently pushed Bruce into the spray of the shower to rinse his hair. The rest 
of the shower passed by with both males giving each other a thorough scrubbing, sharing kisses here and there. 
They made quick work of toweling off before heading to bed, neither bothering fo put on any garments. Steve 
curled up against Bruce's back before linking their hands together; he kissed Bruce's temple and buried his face into 
the back of Bruce's neck 

‘Good night." he whispered softly. 


"G'night" Bruce mumbled sleepily. 


With that the couple fell asleep to the sound of the other's steady breathing 


Fufureal 
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The next few weeks of practice went by smoothly, they wrote and finshed a couple more of their own songs and 
the band was getting more solid and more confident, so much so, that they booked a gg at The Carts and Horses 
Pub in Maryland Point. It wasn't that far away, but it dd require some driving so the band stored their gear in the 
back of a big, green van that Nicko mysteriously acquired, no-one dared to ask, before they headed off. 


Neko was going to drive them there, insisting that since he got the vehicle, he should get to drive it first. No-one 
argued with him, it was only going to delay the trp. Hopefully, they would make it there in one piece. Janick sat 
beside him in the passenger seat, Dave and Adrian sat in the back on the left, and Steve and Bruce sat on the 
right. While Nicko and Janick had the radio blasting in the front, the other four chatted amongst themselves to pass 
the time. 


Steve couldn't help but notice the litte interactions here and there between the two guitarists. He bumped Bruce's 
shoulder with his own and nodded slightly in their direction. Currently, the pair was talking about something they 
were interested in and their hands brushed every now and again Bruce gave Steve a smile that was hinted with a 
bit of mischief and leaned on his side with his head on his shoulder before speaking 

So, Davey and Ade, what have you two been up to recently?" he asked 

Neither guitarist was stupid, and they got the double meaning of the question 


Flushing slightly, Adrian replied, "Might as well get this over with. We've been seeing each other quite a bit the past 


couple of weeks." 
‘Didn't think you would readily come out with that, Ade." Steve snickered 


Adrian rolled his eyes. "We already prepared for this. F | hadn't, that one-" he pointed at Bruce, "-would have 


pestered us until we did so we decided fo spare ourselves the headache." 


Bruce decided to ignore the comment and was practically bouncing next to Steve. "When did this happen?" he 
questioned excitedly 


"l admit that | was attracted to him after the first time we met at your place," Davey answered, smile firmly in 


place, "so not too long afterwards, | suggested that we have a couple of jam sessions at my place fo ‘tighten up 


our sound!" 
Adrian continued, "During one of these sessions, one thing kind of led to the other and here we are." 


Davey cheeks pushed up even higher as his smile got bigger. "Did you think you two were the only ones that were 
allowed to get toghether?" he teased 


Adrian leaned in closer to the brunette pair, "And to be honest, | think those blokes up there aren't too far behind" 
Bruce was on the verge of bursting with all the new news. Steve just watched him with a fond smile. 


‘ft wouldnt be a bad match You just have to get past that loud mouth, once you do, you learn that he has a 
heart of gold" Steve stated, nodding towards Nicko. 


The other three nodded their agreement and the rest of the ride was spent in relative silence. 


NNN NNN NNNNNNNNN NNN 


İt was only moments before the gig. The gear was set, everything was tuned up, and the pre-show nerves were 


building up. None of them could eat or drink anything, their stomachs were tied up in knots of anticipation 
Bruce peeked out at the crowd, it was a pretty decent size. He felt his stomach flutter in a nervous cluster. 
Hey." Steve said softly 

"Hey." 

"I feel my stomach clenching up." 

"I feel like Im going to throw up." 

Steve chuckled softly. "You're going to do just fine. Its the rest of us who's going to have to keep up with you." 
‘Bollocks. You lot are some of the best Ive ever heard. Don't sell yourselves short." 

‘Only if you do the same." 

"You blokes got about a minute." The owner announced 


Nicko whooped and got his sticks ready. Janick, Adrian, Dave, and Steve all strapped their instruments on before 
the band headed towards the curtain 


Steve turned, "Remember, you're going to do great." 
Bruce nodded, still not quite sure. 

‘I love you." 

"' love you, too." 

‘Alright guys. You're on!" 


Steve gave Bruce a quick peck before running out after the group of blondes. Taking a deep breath, Bruce went 
out to join them. 


"Thank you all for coming out fo see us tonight! Again, on drums we have Neko McBrain!" 

The crowd cheered loudly. 

‘On guitar we have Janick Gers, Dave Murray, and Adrian Smith!" 

Another cheer. 

"On bass, Steve Harris!" 

The cheers got even louder. 

‘lm Bruce Dickinson! And we're Iron Maiden! Again thank you all and have a great night!" 

The band packed up their gear before stumbling out to the van that awaited them. The performance was electric. 
Nicko was happily pounding away in his world of beats, the three guitarists fed off each other brilliantly, and Steve 
enticed the crowd with his fast-paced playing, but again it was Bruce that surprised them all. When he hit the 
stage, he was a madman, a true performer. He ran around the space available, played up to the crowd, and 
delivered a vocal performance that would have other singers seething in jealousy. And the crowd loved every 


minute of it 


Janick took the wheel on the way back and Nicko sat in front with him. The other four were in the back and they 
were talking about the gg 


"That was brillant! | thought | was going to screw up at some point in time!" Dave confessed 


"I know. | thought my stomach would never stop knotting up." Adrian agreed 


"You know what was really spectacular? The bloke Nicko's drumming! What a sight!" Nicko boomed 
Steve rolled his eyes. "You did do pretty great, Nick" 
"Thanks Arry. | ‘ad to keep up with you, so it couldnt ‘ave been anything less than great. " Nicko smiled 


Steve blushed when the others agreed "And you three worked together perfectly," he nodded towards Adrian and 
Davey, 'I couldn't let you steal all my thunder." 


"How could we have stolen your thunder when Bruce had it all?" Janick chimed in. 


"Ah! Lets talk about this little bloke here! All over the place he was! Amming it up for the crowd and such!" Nicko 


exclaimed. 

Bruce's face flushed 

"I didn't think you had it in you, mate." Dave said 

"+ was lke you turned into a different person." Adrian added. 
"And to think he was so nervous in the first place." Steve stated 


The conversation turned more general after that. The boys talking of different plans they had for tomorrow and 
whatnot. 


Steve turned his head to look at Bruce. "Hey." 

Bruce looked at hm. "Hey." 

1 fold you that you were gong to do just fne." Steve sad softly 
"Thanks. You didn't do so bad yourself" 


Steve reached up and brushed a lock of hair from Bruce's face. Bruce smiled before leaning up to press his lps 
against Steve's. Steve reciprocated the kiss, opening his mouth to deepen it 


‘Come on you two, save it for when you get home!" Dave whined 
Blushing as the other guys laughed, the couple slowly parted and gazed into each others eyes briefly before joining 


back into the conversation The rest of the drive was spent talking, the bond strengthening between the six men as 
they laughed and joked around 


Fear of the Dark 
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Oddly, things just seemed to get better and better for the boys of Iron Maiden The crowds that went fo their 
shows got bigger and bigger and they started to develop a huge following Steve, Nicko, Dave, and Adrian took 
weekends off so they could travel to each pub or club in the green van which Ncko fondly dubbed "The Green 
Goddess" The guys were a tight-knit family now and spent a lot of time not only practicing and writing, but just 
lounging around together as well 


Now though, they had a seventh and eighth member of the family, Rod Smallwood and Andy Taylor along with a 
few roadies to help with the gear. The band met their managers after they recorded The Soundhouse Tapes at 
Spaceward Studios; the duo caught wind of their demo and immediately tracked the boys down Since then, gigs 
were pouring in and they even reached number one on the Soundhouse charts. Nothing could go wrong, or so it 


seemed. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The band, along with Rod and Andy, were celebrating the deal they just signed with EMI that morning. They decided 
fo head to a nearby pub for a few beers and just have a good time. They had a table in the back with Rod on one 
end, Steve was on his right, followed by Bruce, Janick, Nicko, Adrian, Dave, and Andy on Rod's left 


Bruce nudge Steve, "! have to go take a leak, lil be back in a bit." he whispered 
Steve nodded and watched as he got up and left before turning back to the conversation. 


ANNANN NNN N N NNN NNN 


Bruce sighed as he relieved himself next to a trash can; when he went into the bathroom, all the urinals and even 
the toilets were taken with others waiting to use them. Deciding he wasn't going to wait that long, he went through 
the back door and into the alleyway. 


When he was finished, he zipped up his pants and turned fo go back inside, only fo collide into a broad chest. Looking 
up, his words died on his lps and his face paled as he looked into the eyes of the perp that had tried to rape him 
the night Steve saved him. 


"Well hello there." The man said with a feral smile, "Where were we last time?" 


Bruce darted towards the door only to be grabbed by the back of his shirt and pulled backwards. The perp caught 

him and started dragging him to a different path in the alley. As Bruce began to struggle and call for help, the man 
slammed him face first against the wall of the dead end path Another slam and he became disoriented as the guy 
began to tie his hands with what felt lke a belt. 


When he was finished, the guy began fo undo his pants and Bruce began to fight in earnest. The perp cursed and 
Bruce's head met brick once more and the man reached for the button of his jeans again h his jumbled mind, 
Bruce prayed that someone would find them before the man violated him. 

The hands never got his button open The perp was suddenly torn off of him and hands were quickly loosening the 
belt from his wrists. Bruce heard a struggle behind him as he was turned around and embraced in familar arms. He 
let out a relieved sob as he clung fo the man in front of him. 


"Shhh. IFs alright, its alright. Calm down, Bruce. Its okay. " Steve soothed 


He looked over Steve's shoulders through tear-blurred eyes fo see Adrian and Nicko on top of the perp, and judging 
by the sounds they were giving him a beating to remember. 


Steve nudged him in the direction of the path's opening just as Nicko and Adrian finished up with the would-be 
rapist. Together they walked through the alleyway to meet up with the rest before taking Bruce home, the need 


for a sate environment overwhelming him. 

‘How did you find me?" Bruce asked softly after the group got settled into the living room. 

‘Ht was a stroke of luck actually.." Adrian started 

Bruce had been gone for some time and Steve was starting fo feel the beginnings of panic start to rise. 
"What's taking him so long?" Steve asked himself. 

‘He went fo the loo, didnt he?" Janick questioned, catching Steve's words. 

"I saw him go through that door there not too long ago." Nicko said pointing. 

"That leads to the alleyway doesnt it?" Rod pondered 


Steve cursed "Come on." he said before hurrying towards the back door, the group hot on his heels. 


When they got outside there was no-one there. 


‘Fuck! Davey and Jan, go that way-" he pointed towards the north end of the alley, "Rod and Andy, go back inside 


fo see if he somehow managed to get caught up somewhere. Ade and Nick, come with me." 

The group separated fo go find their missing singer. The trio were headed down the south end of the alleyway when 
they heard sounds coming from a path to their left. They looked at each other before picking up the pace and 
following the noises 

Steve was the first to spot them. He felt a surge of rage flow through his veins and he rushed towards them. He 
grabbed the man by the hair and yanked him off of Bruce and flung him to the ground before going fo the singer, 
leaving the man to Neko and Adrian. He quickly made work of the belt tied around his lover's arms before taking 


him in his arms, quietly assuring Bruce that everything was fine now, that he was safe. 


Wanting to get him out of here and back home as quickly as possible, he ushered Bruce out of the path, Nicko and 
Adrian right behind them. 


"Thanks. All of you." Bruce said, shivering at the thought of what could have been 


‘Although we accept your gratitude, there is no need Were a family, we look out for each other." Adrian replied 
and the rest agreed with nods 


"Were just sorry we didn't get there sooner." Neko said, his voice oddly quiet 
‘Or that one of us didnt see the guy when he left behind you" Andy added 


Rod handed Bruce a cup of tea to help calm him down When he was finished, Rod took the cup immediately and 
went to put it in the kitchen sink 


"You should get him to bed Harry, he looks tired Although he may have a knot or two on his head, it doesn't look 


serious." Janick suggested. 

"Yeah Weill be night here." Dave said 

"Youre staying?" Steve questioned, thick brows raised 
They all nodded 


‘Blankets and whatnot is in the pantry. You know where it is, Davey?" 


Dave nodded, "Just get him to bed" 


Steve wrapped his arms around Bruce and pulled him up. After giving them a quiet wish of good night, he guided 
Bruce fo their room and try to take his mind off of what happened, or what could have happened, tonight. 


Out of the Shadows (Part One) 
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Bruce woke up with his head pounding. He whimpered as some stray rays of sunlight met his eyes and he shut 
them as tightly as he could without hurting his head He felt a pair of lps gently brushed his temple and he silt his 
eyes open To find that Steve had closed the curtains as tightly as possible. 


"Try to sit up so you can take these." he said softly, holding out a couple of pills and a cup of water. 


İt hurt like hell, but they managed to get him reclining on several pillows in a semi-sitting position He made quick 
work of swallowing the pills and drinking the water before handing the glass back to Steve. 


‘Everyone still here?" he asked quietly, trying not to jar his head much 
"Yeah | thnk they are stil asleep though" 

Bruce gave the best smile he could, "Theyre great mates. Are we going to practice today?" 

"No, and | took a sick day so I could stay with you" 

"Youre going to take care of me?" Bruce tited his head slightly 

One of those sweet, shy smiles, "Absolutely. Now let me get you up so I can get you cleaned up." 

ff he was sure that it wouldnt have kiled his head, Bruce would have rolled hs eyes. Steve made his way beside 
him as he sat up as much as he could before turning his body to face hm. Steve leaned down and Bruce wrapped 


his arms around his neck before they both stood up carefully. Bruce buried his face in Steve's neck and whimpered 
as pain shot through his head 


Steve rubbed his back to try fo soothe him in some way, cursing the perp over and over again in his mind. When 
the bad spell ebbed away, the pair slowly made their way to the bathroom. When they entered the bathroom he 
immediately noticed that there were individual pieces of cloth covering the bulbs above the mirror, effectively 
dimming the light in the bathroom. There was a bath drawn for him, for which he was thankful because he didn't 
think he could stand for the length of a shower. 


Steve helped him to undress; taking off his shirt proved to be a httle tough, his head jarred slightly when it went 
through the hole of the cloth He climbed into the tub and gently sank down into the warm water. He sighed and 
closed his eyes as the water relaxed the tension in his body. He opened one eye and raised his brow at Steve. 
‘Arent you coming in?" he asked 

"I fook a shower before you woke up. And | dont want to crowd you." 

"Youre fine. Please come in?" 

‘Are you sure?" Steve fidgeted 


"Absolutely." Bruce smiled 


Steve smiled back and quickly got undressed before carefully sliding in behind Bruce. Bruce leaned back and sighed 


as Steve's arms wrapped around him. 

"You know, | always feel safe when Im with you. | haven't felt Ike this since | was a child" Bruce spoke quietly. 

"d do anything to make you feel sate." Steve replied softly. 

"I know. You've proved that time and time again." 

Steve nuzzled his neck. "How does your head feel?" 

"+ throbs every now and again, but for the most part its going away." 

"Good" 

Bruce shuddered when he felt Steve's hand stroke his stomach He felt a stirring in his groin as the calloused fingers 
grazed his abdomen. He bit his lp before turning his head to catch Steve's lips with his own He lifted his hps up to 


draw Steve's attention to the now fully hard and aching bar of flesh jutting from his groin 


Steve smiled into his mouth before taking a hold of his cock and giving it a few rough strokes. He smirked when 
Bruce whimpered into his mouth Bruce tore his mouth away from Steve's and began to shift around in the tub 


Thick brows furrowed, 'ls your head okay?" he asked worriedly. 
‘Its just fine." Bruce said cheerfully as he positioned himself in Steve's lap. 


Soon, they were face to face and as Bruce scooted forward their cocks brushed together, both groaning at the 


sensation Bruce wrapped his arms around Steve's neck as Steve wrapped an arm around him and a hand around 


their cocks. He began fo move his hand up and down the shafts as Bruce began to pump his hps. 
fuck, Steve." Bruce panted 
"Mmmm. Bruce." 


Steve's hand sped up and they both moaned after a particularly sharp thrust from Bruce. Bruce smashed their lps 
together in a sloppy kiss as he reached his hand down fo join Steve's. Steve grunted and began to thrust in time 
with Bruce, his balls tightening as his orgasm approached. Bruce whimpered and buried his face in the juncture 
between Steve's neck and shoulder, his own impending orgasm rising 


They both cried out as they came together, bodies rocking with the force of their orgasms. They fought to catch 
their breath in the now cold water, holding on to each other as if to try to ground one another back to earth, 


Affer one last kiss they got up and drained the water, snickering as two particularly thick globs of white went 
down the drain. They dried up before making their way fo the bedroom fo dress before going to see if the rest 


were awake yet. 


Out of the Shadows (Part Two) 
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The scene when they arrived in the kitchen was pretty much like the one the day after Bruce first moved in 
People were all over the place; Adrian and Rod were hovered over the stove, Dave and Janick were in charge of 
toast, and Nicko and Andy were setting the table, which had acquired a few extra chairs, from where the couple 
didn't dare ask as of yet. Dave was the first fo spot them. 

"Well good morn!" he said cheerfully, his cheeks pushed up in a big smile. 

"Good morn." 

"Morning." 

"Whats all this? And where did the chairs come from?" Steve asked 

‘Got hungry so we went out and bought stuff for breakfast." Nicko said 

"The chairs come trom the lady upstairs." Rod answered 


"Sit down. Its almost ready. " Adrian ordered 


The couple took seats at the far left of the table, the others joining them soon after. They took time to pass 
around the food, each piling their plates to the brim. Once settled, they turned their eyes to Bruce. 


"How's the head?" Nicko asked 

‘It's doing just fine Nicko." Bruce replied 

‘By the way it sounded, | thought you were hurt" Adrian said slyly. 

The rest laughed and both Steve and Bruce flushed when they figured out what he was talking about. 


"The bathroom is for getting clean, not dirtying yourselves up." Andy added. 


The group was howling as Steve and Bruce's faces got even redder. 
"Bugger off, you lot." Steve mumbled 
‘Someone was getting buggered" Rod retorted dryly 


That sent the others off yet again, the guys turning their own shades of red from laughing so hard It finally died 
down enough for them to eat, but little snickers here and there could be heard between bites 


Bruce studied Janick and Nicko, something seemed a Iittle suspicious about the two blondes. They seemed to be 
sitting as close as Dave and Adrian as well as he and Steve were. As if feeling his stare, Janick looked up. 


"What?" he asked 
‘So..how long have you and Nick been together?" 


Nicko spit out the orange juice he was drinking and began coughing. Janick immediately started thumping his back to 
help him stop choking. Once the fit was over, Janick rubbed his back gently, causing the rest to smile. 


“Kin helll Kill me why don't yal" Nicko sputtered 

"That still doesn’t answer my question" 

"Three, maybe four weeks now." Janick answered smiling. 

"I knew itl" Adrian exclaimed 

‘So when are you two going fo-" 

‘Never! No offense but | don’t swing that way lads." Andy proclamed 

‘Me neither, Im actually engaged" Rod announced! 

‘How come you didn’t tell us mate?!" Dave pouted 

The others agreed with him, making their complaints known. Steve just shook his head and continued eating 


NNNNA N NNN NNN NNN NNN N N N N N N N N N N 


The rest had left about an hour ago, and Steve was watching a football game between West Ham and Norwich 
with Bruce snuggled up beside him. West Ham was winning by a landslide and they were halfway done with the 
second half. He felt a tongue tracing the outer shell of his ear. He tried to ignore it at first but the slppery muscle 


was persistent. 


He groaned, his cock stirring in his jeans A hand slid under his shirt and started stroking his lower abdomen He kept 
his eyes on the game. The hand made it down and unbuttoned his jeans, his hps bucked up slightly as the hand 
gripped the base of his cock. He felt his concentration on the game slip as the hand began to stroke him fo full 
hardness. Suddenly, the hand was gone and Bruce spread Steve's legs and got on his knees between them. He pulled 
out the hardened flesh and gave it a few more strokes before leaning forward and giving it a long, slow swipe. 


Steve was trying really hard to focus, really he was, but when the warm cavern engulfed him, his head fell back 
and a long moan came from his throat. The game completely forgotten, his hand tangled in the long, soft strands 
of hair and his eyes closed as the mouth took him down to the root. Bruce tightened his lps and added pressure fo 
the base of Steve's cock, feeling him shudder in pleasure. As he pulled up he scraped his teeth gently up the thick 
shaft, getting a loud moan for his efforts 


Bruce swallowed Steve down his throat and the bassist cried out, his hips thrusting up on their own accord. He 
tugged on Bruce's hair to get him to get him up, Bruce smirked as he sat back on his heels 


‘Strp." Steve panted 


Smirk still in place, Bruce stood up and shed his clothes. Grabbing his hips, Steve pulled the singer to him and began 
fo wank his cock as his other hand moved between Bruce's cleft. Both of his hands stilled and he looked up at 


Bruce 
"You Itte devil you When dd you find tme to do ths?" 

"| said | had to go to the bathroom and snuck away." Bruce grinned 
"Thats where you disappeared to. Turn around and hop on" 


Doing as he was told, Bruce positioned his already-lubed hole above the head of Steve's cock as Steve held it 
steady, taking a deep breath he lowered himself on the thick rod He groaned as the head popped in, followed by 
the rest of the shaft until he was fully seated on Steve's cock Steve gripped his hps and Bruce started to move, 
impaling himself on the hard bar of flesh. 


Bruce gripped Steve thighs as he bounced faster in Steve's lap, Steve thrusting up when he came down They were 
both panting as their orgams approached, Bruce moving even faster above Steve. He cried out as the head of 
Steve's cock brushed his prostate; arms wrapped tightly around his waist and he was pulled down until his back was 
flush against Steve's chest. Steve began to drive his hps up, grinding into the swollen button inside of Bruce. 


The knot in Bruce's lower abdomen exploded as he came, a strangled sob tore from his throat as his cock jerked 
before spurt after spurt burst from his cock A long, drawn out groan signaled Steve's release as he felt thick jets 
of cum coat the inside of his passage. The couple fell backwards as they tried to catch his breath Bruce snickered 
softly. 


"Whats so funny?" Steve panted 
"The game is over." 
‘Bloody hell" 


Bruce burst out laughing 


No Prayer For The Dying 
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The next few weeks were spent in the studio, the boys anxious to get their new music out to the public. The album 
in question was named The Number of The Beast along with one of the title tracks on the record Steve had 
written the song after he nearly gave Bruce a heart-attack when he woke up hyperventilating from a nightmare 
he had had. And also courtesy of Steve, the band had a new mascot; Eddie The Head It had started off with just 
a mask, but soon it developed into a full character after Steve saw an amazing illustration by an equally amazing 


artist. 


When the album was finished, Nicko, with much eye rolling from Janick, decided to throw a party. What the guys 
didn’t know, was that the night was going fo turn into their worst nightmare. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NN NNN NN NNN 


The party was in full swing; loud music blaring, bodies gyrating to the beats, conversation and alcohol flowing. Bruce 
was nudging his way through the throngs of people with beer in hand trying to find Steve, he had lost track of him 
while debating with a couple of guys about the use of synthesizers in heavy metal. He had been searching for him 


for over ten minutes and he was starting to get worried 

Tapping a random girl on the shoulder, he asked, "Have you seen Steve?" 

‘Steve... oh! | saw him go out that way." she pointed towards the back door. 

Puzzled, he left with a quick "Thanks love" before heading out the door. 

He was met with silence. Scanning the trees, Bruce spotted a movement. He started towards the object when he 
heard throaty sighs and a deep chuckle. He thought his heart was going to stop, there was Steve, with his lps 
firmly attached to the neck of one of the blokes he saw him talking to in the party. The bottle in his hand 


dropped, the sound bringing the pair's eyes in his direction 


Steve was confused when he looked at Bruce, his eyes widened as he looked back and forth between the man and 


his lover. 


‘Fuck, Bruce." he said, his voice heavily slurred 


Bruce whimpered and shook his head violently, a sob tearing from his throat as he darted away from the couple. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce fore his way through the crowd, keeping as calm as he could to avoid raising suspicion. When he made it out 
the front door he bolted, his legs carrying him fo the downtown part of the city. He went as fast as his legs would 
carry him and he went as far as his lungs would allow. Eventually, he had to stop for breath and he made his way 
through a pathway next to the backdoor of a restaurant. He couldnt believe Steve would do this to him, scratch 
that, actually he did No-one could ever love a nasty, infested whore hke him. 

But why would Steve let me move in with him” his heart asked 

He snorted through the tears. So you would lower your defenses. his mind answered 


But why would he say he loved me?! his heart screamed 


So he could get your legs to spread open Not that it doesnt take the flashing of a few bills to do that: his mind 
replied nastily, 


He was so caught up in his misery that he didn’t hear the sounds of boots ringing in the stillness. 
‘Ade! Have you seen Bruce?" Steve questioned desperately, 
‘No, why? And how much did you drink?" Ade asked, confused. 


Fuck!" 


"l saw him go out the door not too long ago, | thought he was getting some air.or getting lucky with some bird" A 
guy that was talking to Adrian informed. 


Steve and Adrian immediately went out front to see if Bruce was still there. He wasnt, the only indicator of him 
ever being there was the footprints in the dirt that led to the sidewalk in the direction of downtown 


‘Lets go get the others, we're going to need help." Steve said 
‘How are you, sexy?" The stranger asked grinning 


‘Stay away from me." Bruce said, backing up. 


‘Come on, | just want to have a bit of a chat with you." The man said, stalking forward 
‘Please, just leave me alone." 


Bruce couldnt believe this was happening yet again. Why did these type of men always want to hurt him? And this 


time there was no Steve to save hm. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Leaving Andy behind to watch after the party, Steve, Nicko, Adrian, Janick, Dave, and Rod arrived downtown in 
search of Bruce. Steve had them split up in pairs to search for the singer, Steve and Rod, Adrian and Dave, and 
Necko and Janick. With no time to spare, they all went in their separate directions, promising to meet up in front of 


the pub where Steve, Nicko, and Dave worked 


NNNNA NNN NN NN NN NNN N N N N N N N N N N N N N N N N 


‘Come here." The man said in a deceivingly gentle voice, the feral gleam in his eyes belaying his noble’ intentions. 
"No!" 


Bruce tried to get away, but once the man had a grp on him he knew he was done for. The man was at least 
twice his size and twice as strong as he and there was no way he was getting away. The man crashed his fist into 
his face and he fell, the man climbed on top of him and hit him again and again, wherever he could reach Bruce 
was practically limp when he yanked him up. 


The man shoved him up against a brick wall, he held both of Bruce's wrists above his head with one hand while the 


other made quick work of his jeans and underwear, then worked on his own 
"Why are you doing this?" he sobbed 


The man tore off Bruce's shirt and shoved it into his mouth, then turned him around and molded against his back. 
He chuckled as he positioned himself at Bruce's dry entrance. 


"That face is too pretty to ignore and this body is too fine not to have." 
With one sharp thrust, the man tore into Bruce, his muffled scream making him laugh 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The guys met up in front of the pub as planned, a couple of hours later. All were disappointed to find that their 
search came up empty. With hearts heavy with worry, and one full of regret, they decided to see if he went back 


to Neko and Janick's house. 


NNN NNN NNNNNNNNN NNN N N N N N N N N N N N N 


The man chuckled, panting as he threw the unconscious body to the ground. Pulling his clothes back in place, he 
whistled as he strolled out of the pathway. Bruce lay bloody and covered in God knows what, his mind had closed 
in on itself to block out the pain Moments later the back door to the restaurant opened, the busboy stopping 
when he saw the bruised form. Dropping the bags of garbage he was carrying to the dumpster, he sprinted back 
inside fo call for help. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN N N N N N N N N N N N N N N 


İt was a very somber group that sat in the living room. They had immediately put an end to the stil-raging party 
and sent everyone home. The silence was deafening as they waited for who knew what to happen. It was Nicko's 
voice that broke through the stillness. 

"What ‘appened ‘Arry?" 

"He saw me with some bloke." 


At the collective gasp, he quickly explained himself. 


"l was extremely pissed, he had the same hair, eyes, color of clothes, and was the same height as him. It took a 
minute for me to realized that even when he found us. Then he bolted before | could explain." 


"l hope we get some news on him soon, Im getting bloody terrified" Janick stated 
ust then, the phone rang 


NNN NNNNNNNNNN NN NNN NNN 


The group tour through the hospital doors and rushed to the front desk. Rod took charge when the woman looked 
up at them. 


‘Paul Dickinson. What room is he in?" he panted 

‘And you would be?" 

"Hs manager, we're as close to family as it gets." 

Stil a bit cautious, she checked the log, "Room 222-" 

The guys didn't give her time to finish, instead they ran to the direction of the wings that housed the patients. The 


seven men felt their hearts drop as they read the sign that pointed out the direction of each section, Room 200 


fo 250 were labeled as the Special Care’ area. The somber group made their way fo the room, wishing now more 


than ever that they had been able to find their friend sooner. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN N N N N N N N N N N N N 


Whatever they had expected, it definitely wasn't this On the bed, battered and broken beyond belief, was Bruce. 


The Evil That Man Do 
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The guys could only stare at the man who looked so small in the hospital bed As they approached the bed, the 
overwhelming feeling of sadness, regret, and hate rushed the group as they got a closer look at their friend. From 
what they could see, most of Bruce's face was covered in bruises, his throat looked badly swollen and his arms 


were scraped up and bruised as well 
"Hello, are you family?" A nurse asked when she came in 


The group nodded dumbly, still in shock at seeing Bruce this way. She came up beside the bed with a clipboard, 
shuffling through the pages. 


"Janick" she said as a way of greeting 

"Macy." he replied, trying to put on a smile but it looked more lke a grimace, 

" lve already told him what was wrong before we put him out, so all thats left is to fell you lot." 

"How bad is it?" Steve asked, his voice tight. 

The nurse, Macy, sighed sadly, 

‘ts bad, really bad Ive actually been his nurse every time something like this has happened and | have to say that 
it has never been to this extent. He has a concussion, not too serious, but we are going to have to monitor it, just 
in case. Hs throat is one of our bigger problems, as you can see, its heavily swollen and there could be possible 
damage on the inside, so it may require surgery. Hs jaw is on watch because it was heavily abused It is going to 
fake a while for the scrapes and bruises on his back, arms, legs, stomach and chest to go away but with the 
proper medication it shouldnt pain him too bad We've cleaned the bite marks on his shoulder so they should be 
fine. Three of his ribs are broken and a couple of them are bruised The worst-" she looked up, unsure. 


Janick went to close the door and nodded, "He's among family, go ahead." 


"The worst physically is his.bum. He had been abused multiple times and very harshly. Hs anal canal is severely 
damaged, almost torn And further up the damage is even worse, we're going to hook him up to some bags to 


expel his waste and wait it out for a day or two; if it doesn't start the healing process then we're going to have to 
take him in for surgery." 


‘How long is he going to be here?" Dave asked 

"We dont really know, he's looking at three weeks at the least, in my opinion The worst of this all is his mental 
state, we dont know how he is going to be psychologically, but it is not going to be pretty and he may need 
counseling and he is definitely going to need physical therapy." 

She sighed, "He's such a sweet lad, he didnt deserve anything like this." 

"Who..who..are..you...talk..ing..to..Ma..cy?" A voice crackled hoarsely. 

"Your friends love, and don't talk, Hil get you a pen and pad to communicate with." 

As she lefi, Bruce opened his eyes, mere slits due to the bruising, to survey who came to see him. She quickly 
came back with the materials and handed them to him and left them again, this time closing the door to give them 
maximum privacy. He motioned to Janick to come forward before jotting something down before handing it to the 
blonde, taking a deep breath, Janick read 

"Why are YOU here?" Bruce looked pointedly at Steve. 

"l was pissed, Bruce. It's not an excuse, just an explanation. He looked so much like you and in my mind, | thought it 
was you until you came and was able to see the difference myself. | should have known, he looked at me funny 
when | called him Bruce. But if you want me fo leave | will go." 

Bruce shook his head as best he could and held out his hand, Steve going to the side of the bed and clasped it, both 
squeezing as a means of apology and forgiveness. Letting go of the bassists hand, he reached for the pad again and 


handed it back to Janick 


"l did see the confusion when you looked up, but when | saw you together, | couldnt see through the pain, it just 
hurt worse than anything and | thought you didnt love me anymore." 


1 do love you Bruce! Im so sorry! God, this is all my fault!" 
Bruce snatched the notebook from Janick and wrote furiously 

‘Don't! Its not your fault Steve!" 

tt is!" his voice was full of anguish, "If it wasnt for me you wouldn't have ran! You would still be okay!" 


More scribbling 


‘ts my fault for bolting out of there without hearing what you had to say. Its my fault for going downtown. And 
its my fault | stopped in that path" 


"What path?" Adrian asked 

‘ft was behind some Halian restaurant." 

An all new bolt of pain shot through the group; they had passed by the restaurant that Bruce mentioned 

The sound of pen on paper. 

"I was just catching my breath before HE came. And I fought him, | honestly did but he was much bigger than me 
and much stronger. He just kept hitting me over and over-" Janick broke off so he could compose himself, "Then 
he shoved me against the wall and then he raped me! Again and again and again! And then he put IT in my mouth 
and he just kept ramming it in, he told me if | bit him that he would kill me! Seeing as he had done a pretty good 
Job of trying to do that, | tried my best not to. No-one came for me!" 

"Bruce, we tried We looked everywhere we could think of, but we couldn't find you" Nicko said solemnly. 


Writing. This time Bruce looked directly at Steve as bloody tears ran down his face. 


called for you! Screamed for you to come help me! But you never came! He just laughed at me! | thought you 


would come and save me! You said you would protect me but you didn't! You never came!" 


‘God Bruce, Im so sorry! | wanted fo be there when I first found out you were gone. | looked for you! | swear | did 
my best to fnd youl Im so sorry! Please forgive me, Im sorry!" Steve lamentented, sobs tearing from his throat. 


The others looked on with tears running, unchecked, down their faces as well It was hard to see one of the 
strongest men they had ever known break down Despite the pain he was feeling, Bruce reached up and pulled 
Steve down fo his shoulder, it was painful due to the bite marks, but he held his ground Steve got to one knee and 
he let Bruce run his fingers through his hair as his body trembled with the force of his grief. 


The atmosphere of the room was ladened with grief as the others surrounded the pair, giving them small touches 


and pats as they worked through the pain together. 


Total Eclipse 
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They were there for several hours after Steve finally calmed down, and soon he insisted that the rest of the guys 
go to the canteen to get something to eat or drink After promising that he would head down there when they 
sent someone back When they were alone, he looked back at Bruce 

"Hey." Bruce whispered hoarsely 

"Hey. You shouldn't be talking” Steve reprimanded 

'Stil.love.you" Bruce said 

'God, | love you too, Bruce. So much, it fucking hurts" Steve's voice hitched 

"Not. fault." 

‘How can you say that? | got pissed! | was with someone else! I drove you to leave!" 
'Peo.ple.drink.at par. ties. Steve." 


"Right now Im not sure | ever want to see another drink ever again." 


Bruce let out a crude laugh, then he cringed at the pain Steve got up to get the nurse, but Bruce held his hand up, 
and Steve plopped back down and leaned on the bed 


"Work..at.pub," 
"With the way things are going with the band, | won't be for much longer." 
Bruce's eyes lit up. "Youre..right." 


‘And we can move out of the bloody apartment and get a real house, in a safer place. Like the ones we see on 


the telly or some posh magazine." 


Bruce smiled at the thought. "Get..better.first." 


Steve sighed, his voice sad "But we have to get past all of this shite, too. | know youre not completely fne, 
psychologically speaking." 


‘Gonna.. be..okay." 

‘lm not foo sure about that, Bruce." 

"Kiss?" 

"You sure?" 

'No..try..any.way." 

Steve pressed his lips softly against Bruce's, and felt the timid response of the singer. Pulling back, he rested his 
head next to Bruce's and laid his arm gently across his abdomen, they stayed that way up until Janick peaked his 
head through the crack of the door. He opened it fully and came into the room and gave Steve a pointed look, 


Steve sighed and got up, giving Bruce one last kiss before going to meet the others at the canteen 


Janick left the door slightly open before quickly making his way over and pulling up a chair. He gave Bruce his pad 
and pen before speaking 


‘Are you in any pain?" 
Not really, no.’ 


Janick sighed, "We've been through situations like this. Never thought it would be this bad for either of us. lm so 
sorry that | wasnt there for you." 


fts okay. Youve been there for me since we were kids Im going to get better: 
"You defintely will HI always be there for you, you haven't gotten rid of me yet and you never will, mate." 
Bruce chuckled softly before wincing ‘Don't make me laugh, you gt 

"Why not? H lets me know that you are getting better.” 

Bruce rolled his eyes, but managed a smile. ‘You always try to make me feel better, thank you’ 


Janick got choked up. "We were all we had for years, Bruce. We're like brothers." 


Bruce's brow shot up. 

Janick flushed, "Okay. Best friends with tons of benefits" 

1 hate myself 

The abrupt change in mood shocked Janick, but not as much as the statement on the paper. 

"Why? Why would you feel that way?" 

‘What kind of man am |? Weak, always needing someone to come rescue me: 

"Youre strong mentally, most wouldnt be able fo cope with all you have been through Not everyone is a fighter, 
Bruce. To be honest, Im not one for it. Im glad that Nicko has enough fight for the both of us, although I wished he 
would have toned it down in his youth, maybe his nose wouldn't be so flat." 

Bruce's shoulders shook lightly in silent laughter. 

Doubt it. Is amazing how far we've come, isn't it? 

Janick nodded, "From whores to future rock stars. Bloody hell, thats quite a leap." 

Steve said that we would leave here, get one of those places with the big swimming pools and whatnot:' 

‘lm sure Nick and | as well as Davey and Ade, will be right next to, or right across from you." 

Someone will probably call the cops on us for disturbing the peace.' 

‘Ncko? Disturbing the peace? Nooooo." Janick replied sarcastically. 

Bruce looked at Janick, his eyes full of sadness 

"What's the matter?" he said, "Bruce?" 


Hs. Steve." 


"You shouldn't be talking, mister." Janick chuckled, the laughter fading when Bruce's expression never changed 
"What's wrong?" 


"When.he..tou.ches..me." 


"What?" 


Tears came down Bruce's face. "Scares.me..makes..skin.crawl." 
‘Oh, Bruce." Janick cautiously grabbed Bruce's hand, feeling him squeeze it in return 


Outside the room, Steve closed his eyes, tears leaking down from under the lids as he sank down on the floor next 


to the door. 


Doctor Doctor 
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Everyone, with the exception of Steve, left fo go home with the promise to return as soon as possible. Steve was 
very quiet for the most part, sitting in the chair and staring out the window across from the bed and he made 
sure not to touch Bruce in anyway. Hs mind was still reeling at what Bruce had said He knew that it wasn't his 
fault that Bruce felt that way, but it stil hurt like hell to hear. 

"Did. hear..me?" 

"What?" Steve asked, snapping out of his thoughts. 

‘Love..you." Bruce said 

Steve resisted the urge to snort. '! love you too, Bruce." 

"Sorry." 


"For what?" 


Bruce couldnt speak anymore, it hurt too much He motioned for the pen and pad on the side table and Steve 
handed the items to him. 


You heard what | sad’ 
Thick brows furrowed "How do you know that?" 

‘You won't come anywhere near me and you just confirmed it 

don't want you fo be afraid of me, so Hl just keep my hands to meself" 

Bruce scribbled through the blur of the tears that threatened to fall from his eyes 


tm sorry. | know you would never hurt me intentionally, but | cant shake the feeling of him touching me! 


‘But you had no problem letting Janick touch you" Steve state dryly. 


Nothing happens when he does. There is just something about him that doesnt pose a threat to me. Part of me 
knows you won't hurt me, but there's just something about you that triggers that fear in me. 


"Ive never raised my hand to you and Ive never forced myself on you and | never will Why doesnt that register 


in your mind?" 


The tears began to fall 1 don't know! Im sorry! Im so sorry! | fucking hate the fact Im so weak! | fucking hate that 


something as simple as a touch makes me want to fucking break down Why does everyone want to hurt me?! 
"Bruce." Steve reached out, but then he yanked his hand back, remembering what Bruce said 


When Bruce saw this, he completely fell apart. Sobs racked his body, evoking more tears due to the pain the jerking 


motions caused Steve immediately left his chair and sprinted out the door, calling for a nurse to come help. 


Macy dashed around the comer and peaked into the room. She cursed and ran back to where she came from, 
bringing a needle full of clear fluid with her when she reappeared She shoved past Steve and went to Bruce. 


"Hold him down while | give him this." she commanded. 


Steve came over and pressed Bruce down to the bed as best as he could and Macy held down his left arm before 
carefully inserting the needle and pressed down on the plunger, the clear liquid disappearing as it went into Bruce’ s 
system. He put up a weak struggle for a few more moments before he went limp, his light snores ringing in the 


now silent room 
"What dd you give him?" Steve questioned 

"Demerol. What happened, love?" Macy asked 

"| think the psychological problems are starting" Steve sighed 


‘Go home, get some rest: Its about one in the morning and Demerol lasts in the system for at least ten hours so 
come back at ten or eleven in the morning And if anything happens just leave your number so HI be able to 


contact you as soon as | can" 


Reluctantly, Steve nodded He grabbed Bruce's pen and paper and wrote his number on a corner of the page. 
Tearing it off, he handed it to Macy before thanking her and leaving, the exhaustion and emotional turmoil making 
him unsteady as he made his way home. When he got to the apartment, he barely had his shoes off in the 
bedroom before crashing down on the bed, snoozing before his head even hit the pillow. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Steve woke up around noon and quickly got up sped through showering, dressing, and eating before he headed 
towards the hospital to see Bruce. When he got there, the other guys were there, as well as Macy. She was 
explaining something to him, and Bruce looked terrified at whatever she was saying, shaking his head repeatedly as 
his body started fo shake slightly. The rest of the guys tried to comfort him but he was having none of that, and 
he was on the verge of tears until he finally spotted Steve. 


Steve felt his chest tighten at the amount of relief on Bruce's face when he saw him; his shake not completely 
gone, but noticeably subdued, he was able to blink away the tears and he stopped shaking his head so vehemently. 
The rest soon noticed Steve and sighed in their own relief before leaving the room and closing the door. Steve 
stepped forward and he noticed that Macy had different sets of supplies ranging from bandages to ointment on 
the side fable. 


‘Did you even leave last night?" 


"Yes, | did, love. Slept well, | guess. | wanted fo be here for him since he trusts me and I really like the lad." she 
spoke, smiling 


Bruce managed a smile. 

"What's going on?" Steve asked 

"Im checking him over today, fo see if any progress in healing has started" she replied 
"Shouldn't you have someone else with you?" 


"He wouldn't hear any of it. The only ones here really qualified to do this is me and Dr. Morrison, but he's a male 


doctor so that was out of the question" 
"What are you going to do?" 


"Well, Im going to give his flesh wounds a cleaning, check the swelling of his throat, see how his jaw is faring, replace 
the bandages on his ribs, and..check down there for possible healing and to smooth in some ointment to avoid 
infection and accelerate cell growth. If you cleanse your hands and wear this coat and gloves, oh, and put your hair 


back with this tie then you can help, love." 


Nodding, Steve put his hair in a tail before he went to the sink and gave his hands a thorough cleaning and giving 
them a squirt of disinfectant after he dried them. Macy came over and gave him the gloves, and after he put 
those on, she helped him into the lab coat before tending to her own hands. When the pair finished taking 
precautionary measures, they approached Bruce, who seemed a little nervous, but was able to give Steve a genuine 
smile. He looked down and gave Bruce one of those sweet smiles that made his heart flutter. 


‘Good morn." he said gently, 


"Afternoon" Bruce corrected, his voice stronger than before, but still hoarse. 
"Afternoon then, smart arse." 


Macy smiled at the exchange; it felt good fo see the man who she considered to be her own son, content with 
eyes so full of love despite what he had been through She might grow to lke this Steve lad a lot 


‘Okay, lads. Lets get this over with" 


Most of the process went extremely well, the bruises were definitely getting better and showed no signs of 
infection, his jaw, although still sore, was moving normally, Macy was glad to see that the swelling of his throat 
was under control and that he didn't need surgery for if, and his ribs ached quite a bit, so it was a bit difficult for 
Macy and Steve to get the bandages changed, but they soldered through it. But as Macy pulled the sheets over 


fo do the final examination, Bruce started to panic; closing his legs as tightly as he could. 


‘Bruce, look at me." Steve said sternly, Bruce giving him a surprised look "This is not going fo be easy and | wish I 
could make it better for you, but you have to get through this. You can fuss at me later, but this is for your own 
good, this helps us know if you are getting better so you can get out of here faster. Macy would never 
intentionally hurt you and Im here with you, its going fo be okay." 


Stil a bit unsure, Bruce nodded slightly. 
‘love you." Steve whispered 
‘1 love you, too." 


Bruce sighed and grabbed Steve's hand, their eyes locking Bruce took a deep breath and slowly uncrossed his legs. 
Macy nodded and smeared some ointment onto her gloved hand She got him to lift his hps before Steve gently 
placed a pillow under his lower back. Bruce bent his knees and Macy positioned a finger at his swollen hole, Bruce 
tensing at the feeling, Steve squeezing his hand and keeping their eyes locked 


Macy gently began to probe and the pain shot up Bruce's whole body, causing him to whimper. The further into the 
examination they got, the more pain showed in Bruce's eyes, silent tears streaming down his face. He closed his 
eyes and tried so hard to get himself under control, but images of the night before swarmed behind his lids until 
Steve gently urged him to open his eyes, soft, pain-filed chocolate meeting the dark, love-filled gaze of his lover. 
Somehow things seemed to be okay after that and he got through the rest of the exam almost completely calm 
despite the bum of the fingers inside him. 


He did blush as a gasp left his mouth, Macy's fingers brushing his prostate and both Steve and Macy snickered 
when his penis twitched 


"Whether you know it or not, that is a good sign, love." she said, smiling slyly. 


Bruce just grumbled as she finished the examination. 


"This is better than we could have hoped | dont know what it is, but even though the damage is worse this time, 
you're healing faster than | expected And its only been a little over twelve hours since the attack." 


Bruce pursed his lips and Steve took the hint, leaning down and giving Bruce a peck on the lips. He felt a surge of 
hope run through him, it was going to be hard, but now he had no doubt that he was going to get better. 


‘can think of a good reason why." Bruce spoke softly, smiling as hand and eyes still held Steve's. 


New Frontier 
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The next few months passed rather quickly for the boys of Iron Maiden. The guys were all there for Bruce as 
offen as they could, Steve himself staying from morning until night; they had pretty much become a fixture in the 
hospital, and much to their amusement, Andy and Macy seemed to be getting a little close. They could be seen in 
the canteen Together and she always seemed fo find a reason fo be in Bruce's room, not that any of them 


minded, they had become very attached to the nurse. 


Bruce's determination shined through, pushing himself harshly through the physical therapy, desperate fo leave the 
extremely clean building that had become like a second home. The boys had been given some very good news; their 
album was selling faster than they could be put on the shelves, and so far it was number four on the UK charts 
They all had big grins on their faces when Rod passed out their royalty checks from the sales of the record 
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Today was the day that they had all been waiting for, Bruce was finally being discharged from the hospital, they 
still wouldn't be able to tour for a while because Bruce was advised to avoid heavy physical activity for the next 
six weeks, and Maiden was a very physical band Macy had been very tearful when he was signing out of the 


hospital; she almost knocked him out of his wheelchair when she ran over to hug him. 


Getting a hold of herself, she handed hm his prescription pills and handed his crutches to Steve. Steve barely had a 
chance to grp the crutches before Macy nearly tackled him to the ground in a fierce hug 


"You take care of him and keep him safe, love." she whispered tearfully. 

"With my life." Steve replied, giving the older woman a one-armed hug 

‘See you lads around, and it better not be here." she said, parting from Steve and giving them both a glare. 
Laughing, the boys waved and Steve tucked the crutches under his arm before pushing Bruce out of the double 
doors. When they made it outside, Bruce's jaw dropped, it was a metallic silver [770 Mercedes Benz. Steve grinned 
and continued to push Bruce towards their new car. He rolled hm over to the passenger side, opening the door and 


gently sitting Bruce onto the heavily cushioned seat. Giving him a quick kiss on the temple, he closed the door and 
folded the wheelchair, carefully placing it and the crutches in the trunk. 


He jogged over to the driver's side and plopped inside, then he looked over at Bruce. 
"When and how did you get this, Steve?" Bruce asked 


"I bought it and it was when the guys kicked me out to spend time with you without me hanging about. Nearly, 


cleaned me out" 

"You spent all of your money on a car?" 
‘Not exactly, you ready to go home?" 
Stil in shock, Bruce could only nod 
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Bruce had fallen asleep on the way there. Hs brows had furrowed when Steve went to the direction of downtown 
and proceeded to get onto the freeway. The motions of the car and the medicine that still lingered in his veins put 
him to sleep before he even began to ask questions 


A couple of hours later, they pulled up in the driveway and Steve nudge hm with his elbow as he got out. Bruce 
opened his eyes and looked around sleepily; he eyes widened as he took in the property. They were a far cry from 
the apartment back in London, it was by no means a mansion, but it was still pretty big. It was a two story house; 
it was a nice dark, cream color, with large windows in the front with a spacious yard 

Steve?" 

"l fold you we would get the hell out of that neighborhood. Sold the apartment and practically everything in it." 
‘But..wow." 

Steve went to opened the trunk and took out the wheelchair and crutches, coming to the passenger side as Bruce 
opened the door. He helped him to stand before giving him the crutches, allowing him fo walk on his own. They 
made their way down the sidewalk leading up to the front door, Steve took out a key and unlocked the door, 
helping Bruce inside before stepping inside himself 


The living room was incredible, the furniture was all black and facing a nice sized flat screen tv. There was a hall 


leading fo stairs, and a door was a few feet ahead of them, most Ikely the kitchen, 
‘Are you hungry?" Steve asked 


‘Actually, yes | am." 


‘Come on, lets get you something fo eat." 


Steve placed the wheelchair next to the wall before helping Bruce through the door. The kitchen was even better; 
it was a combination of black and white, an island surrounded by chairs in the center of the room, a double sided 
refrigerator was to the north of the island, a separate stove and oven was fo the island's right, and the sink and 
dishwasher was to the island's left Steve had just helped him to get settled when there was a knock on the door. 


Promising fo return as soon as he could, Steve gave him a quick peck before dashing out of the room. 


There was a loud ruckus when he heard Steve open the door and he had to snicker when he heard Steve complain 
fo whoever it was. The door closed moments later and he heard a series of footsteps coming towards the kitchen 
He had to laugh when Dave poked his head in, his cheeks pushing his eyes up into near-slits when he spotted Bruce. 
Someone pushed Dave through the door and Janick stepped into the kitchen, followed by Adrian, Nicko, and Steve. 
The four newcomers carried platters of food which they plopped on the table before raiding the cupboards and 


drawers, pulling out plates, cups, and silverware. 


Steve went fo the fridge and pulled out a couple of liters of Pepsi and brought it to the table as everyone settled 


in next To their respective partners. 

‘How are you feeling Bruce?" Dave asked. 

"l dont really know, Davey. This is all just so amazing" his eyes narrowed, "How dd you know we were here?" 
"We saw the car pull up." Adrian answered. 

"What?" Bruce's eyebrows shot up. 

"I fold you that we would be somewhere near you." Janick said 


"We were lucky enough to find places close by. Me an’ Jan live across the street. Those two over there live a 


house or two down" Nicko added 

‘When did you all find time to do this?" Bruce questioned 

"There were a few times affer the checks came in that you were sleeping during the day and Macy agreed fo 
watch over you. | didnt want to bring you back to that apartment, | wanted a bit of a fresh start for us" Steve 
replied 

Bruce smiled and leaned over fo give Steve a kiss 


‘Oh God, take it to your room, please! People are trying to eat here!" Dave whined 


‘Maybe later." Bruce and Steve snickered as the group began to pile their plates high 


Sanctuary 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter up and running! Read £ Review please! And as always, enjoy! 


Steve and Bruce had just settled into their new, and much larger, bed. Their day had been full of fun, the other 
guys going to all different kinds of lengths just to make Bruce smile and laugh. It was particularly funny when Neko 
tried to skate around the cork flooring of the kitchen in his socks and ended sliding into Adrian, Dave, and Janick, 
who were carrying the platters to the trashcan to empty out the scraps of food, which caused food and guitarists 
fo fly everywhere. 


Eventually, they all climbed off of Nicko and cleaned the mess up; Janick ushering a sore and grumbling Nicko out 
the door, followed by Adrian and a pouting Dave, who insisted that he was going to have a bruise on his arse, but 
cheered up immediately when Adrian said he would kiss it better when they got home. Bruce smiled and chuckled 
at the memory of how fast Dave dashed down the walkway and away from their home. 


"What's so funny?" Steve asked 

Bruce looked up at hm from his vantage point on his chest, "How dd when end up with friends Ike those?" 
Steve snickered 'I dont know, but Im really grateful to have them." 

Bruce leaned up towards Steve and kissed him. "And Im grateful to have you" 


Steve gave Bruce one of those sweet, shy smiles before meeting his lips in a gentle kiss. Bruce sighed and opened 
his mouth, deepening the kiss when his tongue met with Steve's. The kiss got more and more heated as their 
tongues played and circled around each other. Steve rolled over so that he was on top and he ground his hips into 
Bruce's, both groaning into the kiss as their hardening cocks rubbed together. 


Steve ran his hand down Bruce's body, tweaking his nipple, Bruce sighing as he leaned into the touch. Steve's mouth 
followed his hand, lapping at the hard bud as his other hand worked the opposite nipple. He switched to the other 
side and he felt Bruce's breathing pick up. He nipped and suck his way down fo Bruce's underwear, taking a moment 
to rid him of the offending garment and he got rid of his own as well 


He took hold of Bruce's cock and gave it a few rough strokes, grinning as he bucked into the calloused hand. He 
leaned up and gave a long lick up the underside of Bruce's member and Bruce shuddered Steve then fook Bruce 
into his mouth and sucked him down to the root, Bruce crying out as his hps thrust up on their own accord He 


bobbed his head up and down, reaching down and massaging Bruce's balls firmly in his hand 


Things were going great until Steve grazed his fingers along Bruce's hole, stopping and pulling back when Bruce 
stiffened 


"Bruce?" Steve asked worriedly. 

Bruce started to shake, his erection softening considerably as the memories started flooding his mind. Steve cursed 
himself before climbing back up and taking Bruce in his arms, whispering how sorry he was and that it wouldnt 
happen again. Soon, Bruce was calm, but he looked down in shame. 

‘lm so sorry." he whispered 

‘its okay, if you're not ready then we don't have to do anything" Steve soothed 

want to! | really want to, but my mind just goes back to what he did to me!" 

"And like | said, Bruce, its okay." 

Bruce shifted and felt Steve's still hard cock brush his hp. "No, its not okay." he bit his Ip. 


‘Stop that, you'll make it bleed and | can take care of it later." 


Bruce felt his heart sink What kind of boyfriend was he? He couldnt even satisfy his lover without freaking out. He 
felt miserable and guilty for leading Steve on lke that. 


"Whatever you're thinking, stop if. | love you for you, not just your body." 

‘C-can we try again?" 

Steve bit his lip, unsure. 

"Please?" 

Steve sighed and nodded. "Yeah, but I have a better a solution." 

He reached into the drawer in the side table next to their bed and pulled out a bottle of lube. Bruce bit his lp as 
he felt fear flutter in his chest. Steve turned back to Bruce and gave him a soft peck on the lips. He pulled back 
fo look into Bruce's eyes, spotting the fear in the chocolate depths, he ran his hand through Bruce's hair, slowly 
relaxing him. He leaned in and gave him another peck, snickering when Bruce's mouth followed his as he pulled back 


again. Bruce grumbled and caught his lips in a smoldering kiss, both groaning as their tongues began to wrestle again 


Bruce felt his cock began to stiffen again and he moaned as he felt Steve's cock brush against his own. Steve 


pushed him onto his back and climbed on top of him again and he felt Bruce tremble slightly. 
What happened next surprised Bruce. 


He grabbed Bruce's right hand and grabbed the bottle of lube before drizzling some onto Bruce's fingers. He guided 


Bruce's hand back towards his arse. 
'S-Stever" Bruce's eyes were wide. 
Steve gave him a smile. "Be careful" was all he said before taking a deep breath and relaxing as much as he could 


With slightly trembling fingers, Bruce reached under Steve and guided his index finger up until he felt Steve's pucker. 
He didnt really have a clue what he was doing, he was always the one being fucked and Steve didnt seem like the 

kind of guy fo let someone do this to him. But here he was offering himself to Bruce, he just hoped he didn't mess 
This up. 


Thinking back fo all the times Steve did this to him, he traced the around the wrinkled bud, feeling Steve shudder 
above him. He bit his lip, and starting with the tip, he began to thrust his finger in and out until it was all the way 
inside of him. After a moment's pause to allow Steve to adust to what had to be the first intrusion into his arse, 
Bruce began to move his finger. Slowly he was able to added a second finger and soon a third, nearly stopping when 
Steve cried out. He realize that his fingers were rubbing up against a little ridge and he got curious and began to 
flick his fingers across the button again and again 


Steve was shaking above him, his arms were wobbling as he tried to hold himself up as bolt after bolt of pleasure 
shot up his spine. 


'B-Bruce. Hold on! You're going to make me cum! Stop!" Steve panted harshly. 


Bruce pulled his fingers out and Steve sat back on his haunches. He grabbed the lube once more before pouring a 
good amount over Bruce's cock. Throwing the bottle aside, he stroked the throbbing flesh until it was completely 
covered in the slick substance. He climbed back over Bruce and the singer put one hand on his hp and positioned his 
cock with the other. Bruce looked up at Steve one last time and the bassist gave hm a nervous smile before he 
was guided down onto Bruce's cock. He grunted in pain as the head popped in, followed by the slightly smaller shaft; 
Bruce removed his hand and placed it on Steve's other hp, guiding him up and down slowly until he was seated 
completely in his lap. 


Steve buried his face into Bruce's neck as he waited for the pain to subside; never in his wildest dreams did he 
imagine that he would ever let another bloke inside of him, but Bruce wasnt just any other bloke, he was his best 
friend, lover, heart, and soul. He could do this, taking a deep breath, he rose up and fell back down; the feeling of 
Bruce inside him didnt hurt anymore, it just felt a little odd 


Bruce was in heaven, Steve was so tight around him, like a vise threatening to swallow him whole, mind and body. 
He grit his teeth as Steve adjusted around him, he was on the verge of cumming and they hadnt even started yet 


Soon, the feeling subsided and Steve started to ride hm slowly and he groaned as the hot tunnel moved up and 
down his shaft He started to thrust in return and he heard Steve moan as he picked up the pace. 


Steve tossed his head back and a shout fore from his throat as Bruce hit his prostate dead on and he started to 
ride Bruce in earnest now. Bruce rolled his hips up as Steve slammed down on his cock, both groaning and grunting 
as the pleasure built up inside of them. Despite the ache that shot through his body, Bruce flpped them over and 
rode him hard, Steve bucking up wildly as the head of Bruce's cock ground against his swollen ridge with every 
thrust. 

Steve reached up and circled one arm across Bruce's shoulder blades and his other hand grabbed onto the pillow 
above him, clinging onto both for dear life as he felt his orgasm fast approaching Bruce groaned and his stabs 
turned out of control as his balls tighten, he reached down and grabbed Steve's cock, stroking it in time with the 
rough snap of his hps Steve let out a scream and his cock twitched twice in Bruce's hand before his seed coated 
the hand and his stomach. Bruce followed him into sweet oblivion as Steve clenched around him, he cried out as 


spurt after spurt of his cum coated Steve's walls 


They both nearly blacked out at the force of their orgasms, both collapsing in a sweaty, incoherent pile. Eventually, 
they locked eyes and Steve gave Bruce one of those shy smiles 


"That was.nce." he said softly. 
"Nee." Bruce said flatly 

Steve blushed 

"Nee." 

Steve nodded 

"Not incredble? Not amazing? Not brillant? Not fantastic? Just nice." Bruce scowled 
‘Okay, lets go with mind-blowing, then" Steve chuckled 


"Thats more like it” Bruce repled smugly as he gently pulled out of Steve, the bassist biting his Ip at the feeling of 


emptiness. 


Bruce plopped down next time him and rolled on his side, curling up against his lover as he rested his head on the 


slightly furry chest. 
"' love you, Steve." Bruce said sleepily. 


' love you too, Bruce." Steve answered with a yawn, 


He wrapped his arms around the singer before following him into slumber in their new bed, in their new room, in 


their new home and into the first night of their new lives. 


Age of Innocence 
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Steve woke up to an empty bed and an unbelievable ache in his lower back and arse. The events of last night 
flooded his mind and he shook his head with a smile, it was a great night. He sat up and winced as a slight pain shot 
up from his arse. Jeez, how does Bruce deal with this” he thought 


‘Good, youre finally up." Bruce said as he came out of the bathroom with his crutches, as naked as the day he 


was born 

"How in the bloody hell do you do it?" Steve asked, wincing agan as he got out of bed 

Do what?" 

My arse feels lke its on fire." 

Bruce snickered "HI hurt the first few times, be uncomfortable the next. and tolerable after that" 

A thick brow shot up. 

‘ve bottomed long enough to find that out Come on, | drew up a bath, itil work bloody wonders for you." 
Steve took a few steps, nearly staggering. Bruce fought the urge to laugh, his first tme bottoming was a lot 
rougher than what he had done last night and he managed alright; Steve was just being a big baby. He moved 
towards Steve as fast as he could with his crutches, stopping in front of him, he held out the right one. 


‘Here, grab this. We'll hold on to each other on one side and the crutches on the other." 


Somehow they managed to get to the bathroom with Bruce holding the left crutch, Steve holding on to the right 
one, and both holding on fo each other in the middle. The bathroom was rather large; it had a long counter on the 
left with a sink in the middle and a mirror running down its length, the toilet was a couple of feet away from if, 
and on the right side there was a see-through shower big enough for at least four people. But the real sight was 
the tub; it was large with a built-in jacuzzi and it had ledges the north and south ends for whoever was inside to 
sit on The most amazing thing about it was that there was a ceiling to floor window right beside it overlooking the 


woods behind their house. 

They eased their way inside the massive tub, Steve sitting down gently before pulling Bruce to him, Bruce sifuating 
horizontally in his lap so that he could look at the view. Steve wrapped his arm around his waist and Bruce 
wrapped his around Steve's shoulders, resting his head on the juncture between his neck and shoulders. 

"This place stil amazes me, its bloody perfect." Bruce said quietly 

"l was hoping you would lke it." 

‘1 was afraid fo come in here, everything is so nice. | didn't want to ruin it by touching anything" 


"F youre going in the direction | think you're going in, | dont want to hear it." 


"l cant help but think that way. | know Im not out there in the streets anymore, but its a part of who | am. | can 
try to forget it ever happened, but its never going to go away." 


"l know, Bruce. If not for if, | would have never gotten to meet you. | don’t even want fo think about where | would 


be without you" 

1 know where | would be, and it isnt very pretty." 

Steve leaned down and gave hm a kiss "You never did tell me how you became. that, in the frst place." 

Bruce looked up. 'I thnk it would be best to have Jan over to help tell the story.” 

"Well, well ring them up and see if he and Nek could come over." 

"He already called not too long ago, sad that Neck insists that they have dinner over here." 

"Why, so he could annoy me half to death?" 

"Actually, he used that exact phrase." 

Steve dropped his head back and groaned, Neko will forever find reasons to come visit, aka torture, hm 

Bruce bit his Ip at the sound and the sight; Steve may not realize it, but he made everyday gestures look 
irresistbly erotic, and he felt his cock str. Evidently, Steve dd too because one of his arms parted from Bruce's 
waist and he felt a hand wrap around his hardening cock He groaned and buried his face in Steve neck as the hand 
stroked his shaft Steve tightened his grp on the hard bar of flesh as Bruce began thrust up into his hand, water 


swishing around the pair as Bruce sped up. 


Steve abruptly stopped, and Bruce whimpered at the loss of stimulation He looked up to see Steve bite his Ip. 


‘lm going to try something, if you feel scared or anything just let me know." he said 


Bruce nodded stiffly, already catching on to what Steve was implying He tensed slightly when he felt a calloused 
finger pressed against his pucker, but he sighed and shuddered as it traced around it in circles. Soon, he was 
completely relaxed and Steve began to probe the hole with the tip of his finger. Steve watched for any sign of 
fear on Bruce's face as he slipped the tip in, but all he saw was the minor discomfort of being breached. Feeling 
more confident, he gently, but swiftly thrust the finger until it was buried all of the way inside of Bruce. Once the 
hot tunnel adjusted around his finger, he began to thrust it quickly in and out of Bruce, a second and third following 


afterwards. 


He grinned as Bruce planted one foot on the floor and began thrusting against his fingers. He bit his lp as his own 
cock throb, aching to be buried inside of him, but he didnt want to take it too far and put Bruce off He felt Bruce 
shift around and a hand pulled his fingers out of the quivering channel; Bruce stood up in the water before 
straddling Steve's lap. He reached down and positioned Steve's cock at his entrance and looked down into the dark 
eyes, clouded with uncertainty, but most importantly, love. 


Bruce took a deep breath and decided to get it over with, dropping all the way down onto his member, both crying 
out, Steve at the tight heat that enveloped him and Bruce in pain as he impaled himself on the thick bar of flesh 
and pleasure as it slid home. Ignoring the slight burn, he began bucking in Steve's lap, desperate to feel the head of 
Steve's cock rub his sweet spot again Steve could only hold on tight as the singer bore down on him, the clinging 
passage wrapped around him making him dizzy with pleasure, it had been too long, way too long. He groaned loudly 
as Bruce rotated his hps, clenching his muscles around the base of his cock as he rode Steve hard 


He opened his eyes to look at Bruce and his breath nearly caught; he was magnificent. His head was tossed back in 
pure ecstasy, the veins in his throat his throat exposed Hs face was screwed tight in pleasure and concentration, 


his wet hair clinging to it, his neck, and his shoulders, and water dripped deliciously down the still-hard body. 
Bruce's ride turned near-frantic as his balls tightened, Steve reached between them and took hold of the cock 
straining between their stomachs and began to wank it in time with Bruce's movements. Bruce let out wail and his 
body jerked, his cum coating Steve's hand in thick bursts, only to be swept away by the water stirring around 
them. Steve's shout followed right after, his seed coating the contracting walls surrounding him. 

Steve collapsed backwards against the edge of the tub, Bruce crashing against him as they tried to catch their 
breath, Bruce lifted his head from Steve's shoulder before pressing their lips together, the kiss full of love and 
adoration, the lust fully slaked after the animalistic rut. When they parted for air, they both smiled 

"Wow." Steve spoke first 


"I agree." 


‘Not that Im complaining, but arent you supposed to avoid heavy physical activity?" 


don't know what got into me." Bruce said, blushing 
1 did" 


They both snickered at Steve's bad pun Steve npped along Bruce's jaw affectionately and Bruce nuzzled his cheek 
in retum. They sat in the water for a little while longer, not really saying anything, but just letting looks and 
touches speak for them. 


Where Eagles Dare (Part One) 
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It had just gotten dark when the doorbell rang. While Steve was finishing up the cooking, Bruce hobbled his way to 
the door with his crutches. He opened it to reveal the two fall blondes they had been waiting for. 


"Well ‘ello there my good chap! Fancy letting us in?" Nicko said 
Janick rolled his eyes as Bruce backed up to let them in. "Evenin' Bruce." 
Bruce smiled "To you as well, Jan." 


Nicko had already made it to the kitchen, but they could still hear him. "Kin 'elll As I live an’ breathe, its Arry 


Arris makin’ supper!" 

They both snickered as Steve berated Nicko for making him nearly drop whatever he had 

"You helped him cook?" Janick asked 

"There would have been no house for you to come have supper at if | hadnt" Bruce replied dryly. 
‘Listen Bruce, Nicko has been askin’ me about how we started out as.. you know. And-" 

"Steve asked the same thing this morning | was going to ask you if you would mind helping me tell it" 
Janick sighed. "Its not really all tha’ bad Its just tha' we continued to do it for years afterward." 


Steve poked his head into the hall. "Hey, are you coming to eat or what? Quite frankly, Im tired of being in here 


with this nutter by meself. He's driving me insane." 


Nodding, Bruce and Janick made their way to the kitchen, chuckling at the vehement protests of Nicko disagreeing 
with Steve's statement. 
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Affer supper, the four made their way to Steve and Bruce's room; Bruce was aching and although the couches 


were comfortable, the bed was his best bet and it was big enough for all four of them plus more. Bruce settled 
into a reclining position against the pile of pillows at the head of the bed, and Nicko and Janick settled in the middle 


of the bed in front of Bruce while Steve rummaged for some of Bruce's painkillers 


"Here, this should do the trick" Steve said, handing Bruce a medium-sized pill with some bottled water they kept in 
the room just for this purpose. 


‘Ht won't make me drowsy, will it?" 
‘No, it won't; cant have you falling asleep on us And it works faster." 


Steve settled on the bed so that Bruce reclined more on his chest than the pillows Wrapping his arms around him, 
he looked pointed between Bruce and Janick. 


Bruce started first, "It started just a couple of days after we got to London." 
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Most of their money had been souped up by the shitty motel room they had rented And they practically 
survived off of junk food since they couldnt afford much else. Janick’s truck was a luxury for them, at least they 
didn't have to walk to get someplace, and thats what kept them positive about being in a daunting city like London 
Tonight though, they had officially run out of money and had no way of getting more; this city was very skeptical 
of hiring a couple of sixteen-year-olds. They had just left out of yet another shop that turned them down, and 
they paused. 

"Jan?" 

Janick looked at him, tears starting fo blur his vision 


"Your truck was right here wasn't it?" 


Janick sunk down to the ground and held his head in his hands. With tears pouring down his own face, Bruce kneeled 
next fo the other boy and wrapped his arms around him as his shoulders shook in grief. 


Janick leaned in as Nicko wrapped his arms around him and Steve gave Bruce a soft kiss on the temple. 
"What kind of arsehole would steal a vehicle from a couple of kids?" Nicko asked to no one in particular. 


‘And it was a long way back to the motel" Janick said 


Steve snorted 
Bruce continued with the story. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNNNN NN NNN 


İt was dark and cold as the forlorn pair made their way fo the motel. The growling of their stomachs only made 
them more miserable, knowing there was no way of filling them. They were about a third of the way there when a 
fancy car slowed down beside them, 

An older man poked his head out and leered at the pair. "Where are you lads heading?" 

The boys looked at each other nervously. "Home." Janick answered, grabbing Bruce's hand and stalking forward 

The car kept a steady pace beside them. 'I could give you a hft" 


"No, thanks." Janick replied 


Bruce's stomach took that precise moment fo let them all know it was empty, a loud rumble sounding out in the 


night: 

"l could make it worth your while, just do a couple of things for me and Il pay you and drop you off." 

The boys paused. It was a dangerous situation, but what if the man was telling the truth? They were going fo 
starve slowly of starvation, and if the man was lying and was going to harm them, at least their deaths would be 
quicker, God willing 

"Okay." Bruce said quietly, 


Janick's head snapped in his direction. "What?" he whispered incredulously. 


‘Do we really have a choice? We're going to starve and we have to find a way to pay for the room. | don't lke it 
any more than you do, but what else are we going to do?" 


Janick sighed, he was right; he looked back at the man in the car and nodded 
‘Hop in." was all he said 
"You did what you had fo do." Steve stated 


‘Looking back, | wish that we had found another way." Janick said 


"We wouldn't be where we are now if it wasnt for tha’ decision." Nicko said wisely. 


"That's why lve come to accept it all | wouldn't have met Steve if we had said no and figured something else out." 


Bruce voicing his opinion 


Janick picked up where Bruce left off. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNN NNN 


The boys watched the car speed away. They felt the overwhelming sense of disgust, but it was soon overpowered 
by the tact that their pockets, and stomachs, were much heavier than before. 


The man had faken them to a diner fo eat, their first real meal in days, and had taken them back to his flat. 
What he wanted wasn't all that complicated really; he had just wanted fo observe Bruce and Janick together. Since 
they were no stranger to finding pleasure together, they found that if they just try fo ignore the man and his 
quiet groans as he stroked himself while watching the boys make love; it was a pretty easy way fo make money. 


When they got to their room, the attendant was at the door waiting for them, surprise was written all over his 
face when the boys handed hm money for a fortnight's stay. The boys felt a sense of pride when the man stalked 
off, mumbling to himself in obvious distaste. They went into the room and immediately headed for the shower, 
desperate to wash off not the scent of each other, but the look in the man's eyes as he watched them. 


Afterwards, they collapsed on the mediocre bed and fell into a restless sleep, holding on to each other Tightly for 


comfort 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NN N N N N N N N N N N N N N N N 


‘tt didnt start off that bad But the more we did if, the more disgusted we were with ourselves. We were able to 
save up for a cheap apartment that wasn't much better than the motel, but it was a solid place. The humiliation 
and degradation was suffocating, and there were also the ones that got a little too physical and abusive." Janick 
said and then looked at Bruce, "And there were those that outright attacked us." 


‘But Ike | said earler, its what brought us to you" Bruce said 
"And to be honest, | would go through it again, just because of that" Janick added 
‘My thoughts exactly." Bruce agreed 

Steve and Neko couldnt help but smile at the declarations 


‘lm glad to know that, but | definitely dont want ether of you going through that ever again, so once is just 


enough." Steve answered. 


Neko was oddly quiet, looking back and forth between Bruce and Janick 
Janick nudged him, "What are you tunking about?" 

"Hmmm. You and Bruce, eh?" Nicko replied 

"Nikoll" Bruce and Janick said in unison, their faces flushing with heat 
"Not a bad thought, Nek" 

'Stevel" Bruce thumped his shoulder 


"Y'know, tha’ story didnt give me enough of a visual of wot you ‘ad to do. Maybe you should give me an’ Arry a 
demonstration of wot you did" Ncko said 


"I don't know.." Janick fidgeted 

‘ cant believe youre thinking about it!" Bruce grumbled, although he had to admit, he was too. 
‘Its not lke we haven't before, so Im up for it" 

"Well.." 

‘Come on," Steve nudged him towards Janick, Nicko doing the same. "Give us a show." 


Bruce and Janick met each other halfway, and with one last glance at their respective partners, their lps joined in 
searing kiss. 


Where Eagles Dare (Part Iwo) 
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Both men groaned as the kiss deepened, becoming reacquainted with the wet planes of each other's mouths as 
things grew more heated Without any encouragement from the two watching with intense gazes, they began to 
help each other shed different articles of clothing Once they were fully disrobed, Janick pressed himself against 
Bruce, pushing him fo lie down as his body covered that of the smaller male. Bruce wrapped his legs around Janick's 
waist and thrusted his hps up, both moaning as their hard cocks brushed together. 


Steve and Nicko kept their eyes glued to what was happening in front of them; it was very arousing to see the 
two men kiss and grope one another. At first they had been joking with their lovers, but now that it had gotten 
this far, they couldn't tear their eyes away from the sight, let alone stop them. 


Janick broke the kiss and nipped his way down Bruce's body; nibbling on the spot behind his ear that made his legs 
tremble, licking and teasing a nipple before lavishing the same attention to the bud across from it, and dipping his 
Tongue into Bruce's navel and tickling the button with the tip, causing Bruce to giggle. 


Bruce nudged Janick up and they rolled over, Bruce now on top of the leggy blonde. He showered the same amount 
of attention on Janick's body that his friend did to his own; he sucked hard on the juncture between his left 
shoulder and neck and induced a loud groan from the man beneath him, he gently bit on the hardening bud of 
Janick's nipple before tracing his way to the other with his tongue, and he went down further and bit Janick’s hp, 
marking him before soothing the skin with a slow lick of his tongue. 


Nicko pulled on Bruce's arm and urged him to tum around on the bed while Steve handed a bottle of lube to 
Janick; Bruce was now facing Janick's groin and Janick was facing Bruce's. Janick coated his fingers with the lube 
before reaching down to hand the bottle to Bruce. Steve retrieved the bottle once they were finished at sat back, 
stroking his cock through his cargo shorts, Nicko doing the same through his jeans. 


Janick traced around Bruce's pucker, coating it with lube before pushing his finger inside him with slow deliberate 
thrusts; Bruce tapped the bud at the entrance of Janick's arse, taking Janick into his mouth before pushing a finger 
in, groaning as he felt Janick do the same. Each man bobbed his head up and down each other's shaft as they 
added a finger at the same time. When a third finger was added both jumped slightly in surprise and swallowed hard 
around the bars of flesh in their mouths when they found each other's hidden spot 


They tucked each other with their fingers in earnest, both starting to buck towards the hand and mouth that 


pleasured them. Steve and Nicko, who had undressed at some point in time during the preparation, spotted the signs 
of impending orgasm from their respective partners and tugged them apart; after a shared look and nod, Steve 
grabbed Janick and Nicko nabbed Bruce. 


Steve and Janick closed the gap between them and their lps met in a steamy kiss, tongues darting out and battling 
for supremacy. Steve yanked Janick into his lap and Janick pulled his tongue back, letting Steve dominate the lp 
lock, submitting to him completely. Janick thrusted his hips, Steve grunting as their cocks brushed together. Soon, 
Steve parted from Janick and nudged him off of his lap before taking his cock in hand and giving it a few strokes, a 
thick brow raised in question. Janick got the message and took hold of Steve's cock, wanking it a couple of times 
before leaning down and faking it into his mouth, Steve groaning as the wet heat engulfed his member. 


Bruce climbed into Nicko's lap and crushed their lps together, the brunette moaning as his slippery muscle forced 
its way into his mouth Nicko was a good kisser, he thought as he lost himself in the strokes of his tongue. They 
parted for air and Nicko nipped and sucked on Bruce's neck, Bruce biting his Ip and leaning his head back, exposing 
more of his throat to the exuberant mouth Bruce pushed Nicko back on his elbows and crawled off of him; he 
grabbed on to Nicko's throbbing erection and gave the underside a long lick before taking it into his mouth 


Both men tipped their heads back and groaned, giving little signs of encouragement to Bruce and Janick as they 
pleased them with their mouths. Before long they were feeling the fluttering signs of their own completion and 
halted the two men. Steve pushed Janick onto his back on the left side of the huge bed, Nicko tugging Bruce up to 
flop down a little bit away from Janick on the right. 

Steve grabbed the lube off the abandoned part of the bed and poured some into his palm before handing it off to 
Nicko, who drizzled some into his hand as well before tossing it somewhere behind them. Steve leaned over and 
grasped Nicko's cock, and Nicko reached over and enclosed his hand around Steve's; both wanking each other's cocks, 
coating the slppery substance around their members as the lps met in a bruising kiss, neither willing to relinquish 
control to the other. 

The clearing of their lover's throats below them made them part and look down at impatient men 

think theyre tryin’ to fell us somethin’ ‘Arry!" Nicko said 

"They might be, Nick." Steve answered 

"We should give ‘em a little somethin’ fo calm their nerves!" 

"l don’t know Nick, its not very nice to interrupt people." 

"Will you just get on with it!" Bruce complained 


"And it would be nice to do it before we die of old age." Janick added dryly. 


Trying their best to look offended but failing Steve and Nicko positioned themselves between each pair of legs; 


Necko wrapping Bruce's legs around his waist and Steve propping Janick’s legs on his shoulders. 


Bruce bit his lip and moaned as Nicko probed his entrance and the head popped past the tight ring of muscle, 
followed by the slightly smaller shaft. When he was balls deep he stopped to let Bruce adjust to his size, he was 
longer than what he was used to, maybe two or three inches longer than Steve and it took hm a moment before 
he was able to nod for Nicko to continue. 


Steve definitely had nothing to be ashamed of, Janick grit his as the head pushed through his entrance. Where Ncko 
was longer, Steve was much thicker, and he had to take deep breaths as Steve buried himself fo the hilt. After a 
while he arched his hps up, signalling for Steve to proceed 


The room was soon filled with loud grunts from the givers and deep moans trom the takers. The room getting 
warmer and sweat beginning to form on the skin of each male. 


Janick cried out and gnpped the sheets below them tightly as the head of Steve's cock brushed his prostate. Steve 
grinned and adjusted the angle and speed of his thrusts, Janick's eyes rolling to the back of his head as his prostate 
was hit dead-on again and again; Steve taking hold of his cock and wanking it in time with his thrusts. 


Bruce wasn't in much better shape, Nicko's cock practically battering the hidden ridge inside of him. Hs eyes 
screwed firmly shut as shot after shot of pleasure flew up his spine, a scream punctuating each time the button 
was pressed harshly by the head of the long rod. 

Both men were climbing to a state of delirium, both reaching out and clasping each other's hand tightly as their 
orgasms approached with a vengeance. Janick was the first to break, shouting his release as his cum coated Steve's 
hand and his lower abdomen. Bruce followed soon after him, his own cry filling the room as his each spurt of his 


cock coated Nicko's stomach, as well as his own. 


They were still on cloud nine when the bed shifted, Nicko and Steve wiping the cum off of themselves with tissues 
from the nearby nightstand before switching places; Steve now between Bruce's legs and Nicko between Janick's. 


"Again?" Bruce panted incredulously, 

"Seeing as neither one of us came.." Steve replied, grinning 

"Yes, again." Nicko finished, smirking. 

‘Bloody hell" Janick said breathlessly. 

Steve leaned over Bruce and used his weight to sink inside of him, Bruce sighing as he wrapped his legs around 
Steve, his cock stirring again. Not much adjusting needed, Steve began to rock inside of Bruce, their lips meeting in a 


passionate kiss. 


Janick moaned softly as he felt Ncko bury himself inside of him, and to his surprise, he started hardening again. He 


began lifting his hps to meet the motions of Ncko's hips, Nicko catching lips in a deep kiss, their tongues playing as 
they met in Janick's mouth 


Bruce's whimpered into Steve's mouth as he brushed against his prostate, his cock reaching full hardness as Steve 
hit the button again. Bruce reached up and clung fo Steve as his cock stabbed in and out of him, his own cock 
trapped between the two bodies 


Janick was already on the verge of cumming again, bolt after bolt shocked through him. Nicko npped and sucked on 
certain areas of his throat that made him weak with pleasure. It wouldn't take very much for him to come again, 
and when Nicko grabbed his cock and wanked it in time with their rhythm, it was over for him. He came with a wail 
and his sight became blurry; his body shuddering violently underneath Nicko's. He could hear Nicko's own cry, feeling 
his cock twitch inside of him before bathing his walls with thick, hot spurts of his cum. 


Bruce had flopped back down onto the bed as his orgasm took over, tossing his head to and fro as spots appeared 
in his vision, his cum splashing on their stomachs. Steve let out a shout as he came, filling Bruce to the brim with 


each sharp thrust he made. 


Janick and Bruce both passed out before Nick and Steve could pull out of them. Steve and Neko chuckled smugly 
as they flopped down next fo their lovers. 


"We done good, eh ‘Arry?" Necko panted 
‘ld say so, Nick. Id say so." Steve replied 


Steve reached over and turned off the lamp next to the bed; the boys cuddling next to their now-snoring lumps 
and dozed off, already planning all kinds of remarks for the morning 


The Legacy 
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Another three months had passed for the boys of Maiden after that night. Bruce and Janick had gotten a good 
amount of ribbing from the other guys when they eventually came down from the bedroom. Adrian, Dave, Rod, 
and Andy were in the kitchen with Steve and Nicko, who looked as fresh as daisies, while Bruce and Janick still felt 
Ike the walking dead After that, there wasnt much sexual activity besides the occasional 69, or something of that 
nature, since Rod thoroughly bollocked them for possibly slowing down Bruce's healing 


The boys were now ready for the UK portion of, again dubbed by Nicko, their Beast on the Road tour. Bruce had 
gotten checked out by Macy, they were willing to make the long trp just fo see her, and had been cleared fo four 
earlier that month and he had demanded to go on the road as soon as possible. With much eye rolling, the guys 
couldn't help but agree with his enthusiasm. 

Bruce and Steve were waiting outside with their bags beside them; Bruce pacing and Steve reading on one of the 
patio chairs. Rod had decided to travel via four bus since their destinations werent that far apart; now all they 
had to do was play the waiting game. 

Which Bruce wasnt very good at. 

"When are they going to get here?" he whined 


‘Rod said they would be here in about thirty minutes Bruce." Steve looked at his watch, "And according to that 


logic we have about.. five minutes fo go." 

Bruce groaned. "lll never make it" 

Steve rolled his eyes, the singer was so dramatic. 
"Sfeeeeeve!" 

"What Bruce?" 


"Im booooored" 


"You don't have that much time to wait Just sit down." 
"That doesnt stop me from being bored out of my bloody mind." 
‘Im sorry to hear that." 


"But Steeeeeve..." 


"Stevel” 


"| need attention!" 


‘Stop ignoring me!" Bruce pouted 
"Just find something to do!" 


Bruce thought for a moment and smirked: he slinked over to Steve and tore the book out of his hands and plopped 
down on his lap. Before the bassist could complain, full lips connected with his own. Groaning, he wrapped his arms 
around the singer and demanded entrance with his tongue. Bruce moaned as he opened his mouth, Steve's tongue 
tracing his teeth and tickling the contours of his mouth before dueling with his tongue. 


‘Really you two?! Outside?!" Dave complained as he and Adrian hauled their luggage towards the entrance of the 
bus. 


The two parted, flushing as they realized that they had been so engrossed in their make-out session that they 
hadn't noticed the vehicle pull up near their house. Grabbing their own bags, they headed to the bus to put them in 
the storage areas as well, getting much grilling by their bandmates in the process. Once they were all seated inside, 
they were on their way fo the first stop of the four 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


The boys walked off of the stage with dopey grins on their faces. The show had been brilliant, the whole venue had 
been packed, much to their surprise; they hadn't thought that all of those people had heard or heard of them. 
They didn't think that they were that much of a big deal, but then again, it had been six months since the release 
of their album so it had a lot of time fo circulate around the country. They ran around and hammed it up for the 


crowd; Bruce toyed with the others during solos and intros, snickering and running away when they swatted at him, 


or in Nicko's case, threaten club him with one of the many cymbals on his drum kit 
The crowd at it all up, especially when a fall version of Eddie walked across the stage, an idea of Steve's, and when 


Bruce took a moment to shout "Scream for me, Dunstable!" grinning when the crowd responded in kind That could 


certainly catch on, he thought as they went into Hallowed Be Thy Name. 
They were headed to their dressing room to get clean and get their bags, their next show tomorrow in 


Huddersfield 


"s it safe to say that were rock stars now?" Dave panted after taking a sp of water, the smile ever-present on 


his face. 
"l dont know about you lot, but | would sure say that Im a rock star!" Nicko bellowed 


The others bantered with the loud drummer as they made their way to their dressing rooms, Steve and Bruce 
bringing up the rear at their own pace. 


‘So we're really doing this, huh?" Bruce asked 

‘would say that we are; | dont know if we're ‘rock stars‘ though, we're just blokes playing a bunch of instruments." 
"And singing" Bruce added 

‘And singing" Steve confirmed, smiling 

"Thank you, Steve." 

‘For what?" 

“Saving me." 


Steve stopped and looked Bruce in the eye. "lm not going be make myself out to some kind of hero, but you were, 
and still are, more than worth saving." 


Bruce gave him an embarrassed smile. "And thanks for caring." 
‘love you, so of course Im going fo care." 
‘And thanks for loving me." 


They heard voices rumbling and they looked around fo find the crew humming some cheesy love song, spearheaded 


by other four band members who had made a semi-circle around them. 


Rolling his eyes, Steve leaned down and covered Bruce's lps in a passionate kiss; the band's jeers and crew's cheers 
ringing throughout the backstage area 


